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Prc/acc 


The purpose of ihb book is to acquaint the public with 
those children in our schools with I.Q,*s of 50 to 89 whom 
we have called the "cducablc retarded " It is the belief of 
the writers that more could and would he done for tliesc 
children if people knew the facts about them. There arc 
many mbtaken beliefs prevalent concerning tlic abilities of 
this group and the manner of educating them. While many 
communities have an adequate program of education tijcrc 
arc some districts which make no allowance for them and 
others which believe in the old system of accentuating craft 
instruction only. 

In tin's book my collaborator and I have attempted to 
bring out the human side of the picture. These boys and 
girls arc not mentally deranged or incompetent. Comparing 
their minds to an engine we would say they have a slower 
<Iynamo than has the average child but it is a good dynamo. 
They do, how’cvcr, need specialized methods and tccliniques 
and a program suited to their needs. This program should 
be a realistic, meaningful presentation of the academic work 
which will equip them to handle their daily tasks. It should 
include, in junior high school, training in home economics 
and shop in addition to academic subjects, physical educa- 
tion, and character building. In senior high school it should 
include preparation for job training as well as a continua- 
tion in the junior high school subjects. 

PI/ 
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My theories about educating tltc retarded arc tltc result 
of diversified teaching experiences. After graduation from 
the University of Pennsylvania, where I majored in psy- 
chology and English, I taught for four years in a special 
school. Here I handled all six departmental groups in aca- 
demic subjeas. From there I went to an elementary school 
where 1 taught a segregated special class for three years. 
Here the class came and left in a bus and were socially and 
emotionally separated from the rest of the school. They did 
not participate in school activities on cither an equal or an 
unequal footing. Next 1 taught English in a junior high 
school w'hcrc I had six seventh-grade classa. The retarded 
section was called the Junior Vocational Group. They were 
not segregated but joined the others and were simply 
“another” seventh-grade section with each subject tailored 
to fit their needs. For four years I was the assistant execu- 
tive secretary of a community center. During a Christmas 
vacation one year 1 taught for ten days at Slcighton Farms 
at Wawa, Pennsylvania. This was to gain an insight into 
what happens to a girl who becomes a delinquent. Now I 
am teaching in a non-segregated elementary group in an 
elementary school. The term “non-segregation” is used be- 
cause my present class is socially accepted by other children 
in the school and is not called “special,” “opportuniiy,” or 
“orthogenic backward” except in the records. The other 
children know that my pupils arc boys and girls who have 
fallen behind in their work and need the individual atten- 
tion possible in a smaller class. The class plays with the 
others, smes on the safety patrol with them, has represen- 
lalivcs in Use Red Cross group, and participates in May Day 
in the auditorium programs. Thus far the class has held its 
own in cooperative activities and done a creditable job. 
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In this book wc have addressed our eflorts to prospective 
teachers, teachers of average classes, new teacliers in the 
field, and members of P.-TJV.’s, In addition we believe that 
the taxpayers might like to know something about these 
boys and girls, since more and more attention will be 
dircctctl toward equalizing educational opportunities for 
them in the years to come. 

From a teaching experience of over fifteen years, I have 
selected some particular children who give me the oppor- 
tunity to disclose a wide range of classroom episodes, each 
with its own individual prchicm and its own individual 
solution. 

These arc my children, with their heartaches, their 
warmth, tJicir nerd for love and understanding. EacJj one 
is a distinct personality — a citizen in the making. What 
kind of a citizen will each one be? The answer lies with all 
of us. 


Marion Funk Sxfmr 



Collaborating Authors Comments 


In 1943-44 I was lay president of the Aptitude Board, 
Marine Barracks, Parris Island, South Carolina. I was also 
Recruit Depot Training OJEccr with the rank of major. The 
Aptitude Board convened every Friday. 1 marched to the 
corner room in the Sick Bay. On the lawn, the steps, in the 
halls, and around the doors sprawled sturdy men in train- 
ing uniform. I knew there would be about 130 of them. 
They had passed every physical phase for enlistment in the 
Marine Corps. They had all failed to make the grade in 
actual training. 

For several weeks medical ofEcers, surgeons, dentists, 
psychologists, and psychiatrists, all commissioned Navy per- 
sonnel (Medical Ctorps, attached to the Marine Corps) had 
studied these men whose unfitness began to show during 
their first days of training. The medical ofEcers recom- 
mended diat tliey be discharged as unfit. 

The men would have to explain, all die rest of their 
lives, why they had been discharged in wartime. 

As lay president, with other members of the Aptitude 
Board explaining each individual’s record and that in- 
dividual facing me across a desk, I could approve the 
board’s finding in eacli case, or return the recruit for more 
training. I seldom returned a man to die drill field. When 
I did, sooner or later he faced me again, over the same desk. 

These unfit ones had never been rehabilitated. Their 
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march to public finding of unfimcs: must have begun in 
earliest childhood. Every last one could have been saved if 
caught in time. 

They wac the retarded. Mentally, emotionally, and 
spiritually, they were the slow learners who, grown up, 
could no longer be saved to useful integration, certainly not 
in the military. What a tremendous pool of lost man-power 
here, not for “cannon-fodder,” but for citizenship. Could 
most of these men have been rehabilitated if noted in time? 

After the war, during Special Education Week in Lan- 
caster, Pennsylvania, 1 met Marion Funk Smith- 1 visited her 
class repeatedly, studied the children she was demonstrably 
rehabilitating. I convinced myself that she was doing the 
work that Aould be done in childhood for the slow. She 
was teaching 18 children yearly, hfy Aptitude Board had 
discharged 150 wecJdy. I did not research other branches 
of the Armed Services, nor delve deeply into the economic 
status of the adult retarded, beyond the discovery that they 
are often comfortably indigent, hmised and fed fay taxpayers. 

Mrs. Smith’s simple techniques, I felt, should be more 
widely known and used. A book should be written. I 
roughed out a chapter or two for her consideration. For 
one who did not claim to be a writer rite did strange and 
awesome things to the copy. It became impossible to ascer- 
tain just which of us had written what. But the “P* of the 
narrative refers, of course, to Mrs. Smith. 

That’s true collaboration. This book is the result. 


Arthur J. Burks 
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Little Vegetable 


I HELD up the flash card, I hoped none of the children or 
the visitor would see that my hand trembled. It did not 
tremble because 1 doubted, but because I bnetv. A single 
word appeared on my side of the card. The word was 
"jump.'* The same word appeared on the other side. 

Facing to read the card, was small blond Carol, 
eight years old. She was spick and span in freshly ironed 
shirtwaist and dress. Her shoes ss'cre almost new. Her hair 
was beautifully combed. She was a little plump. Her cj’cs 
were gray, eager, confident. 

Beside Carol sat tcn-ycar-old Ned, my current teacher’s 
helper. His small pointed face and dark eyes were as eager 
and confident as Carol’s. 

To my left, beyond the desk, sixteen other pupils watched 
and listened. Neither Carol nor Ned had ever had such an 
intent audience. 

“Dzump,” said Carol. 

“Jump,” I corrected. Ned said it just ahead of me: 
“Jump.” 

“Jump," said Carol. 

Tire class applauded. I applauded with them. Never in 
her life had Carol been so proud. Ned was, if possible, 
even prouder, and in some svays he had a right to be. 

1 
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I flashed another card on which appeared the word 
“down.” 

“Daoun,” said Carol. I had repeated this word for Carol 
several times during the week. To my delight she corrected 
herself, before Ned or I could. “Down!” she said, in 
triumph. 

I flashed other cards. 

“Up,” said one, 

“Ap,” said Carol. 

“Boy." 

“Boyn,” said Carol. 

“Run.” 

“Wun” said Carol 

I ran through a handful of flash cards. Not once did she 
exactly pronounce a word. Not once did she fail to know 
what the word was. Carol could read. 

For fifteen years I had been teaching slow learners, the 
SMalled retarded children, boys and girls. I had known 
many high points of inspiration and revelation in these 
years, but never one as completely satisfactory as this read- 
ing of CaioVs- 

Just a few years ago, a doctor had said to Carol’s mother: 
“Her I.Q. is forty-seven. She will nes-cr learn anything. 
The best you can hope for her is that she will occupy 
space. She will be a vegetable.” 

The mother did not disagree. She knew that laymen do 
not disagree with the pronouncements of experts. But she 
did not believe Carol’s case to be hopeless. With an I.Q. of 
47, Carol could not be sent to any public school in Pcim- 
sylvanb, whose authorities require the education of boys 
and girls with LQ. 50 and above. 

Carol’s mother loved her daughter. She did not feel her- 
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self disgraced that Carol had been sent to 

regard Carol as a -'visitation” She regarded thrs 1 tde 

vc^ablc” of hers as a responsibility bestowed upon her by 

^Carol’s father vvas gone, and the mother found hersdf »n 
restricted circumstances. She could so easily have postponed 
sending Carol to the Child Development private s^ 
which handled children of I.Q.'s under 50. She 
worked early and late for the money she ^ 

private school Carol found love and /at her 

sponded. Of course she responded. Nobody stared at her 

..Q, found .obc ^. l - - 
an expert on intelligence quotient. ^ 
to the experts. But could her I.Q. have 
and 59 the n«, or could her mcd.cal ““ 

wrong both times? I do not know, ‘ jyl 

cheeking and at the Child D=- 

Xmem Setool b?mm= hopeful and Corol - tem m to. 

She'^eatne with dte -X 

tcrcstcd person but the school faculty anu 
whose faith had never wavered. 

Tlic others said: something useful with her 

“She may possibly she may learn simple 

hands. Even this «do^^ IP 

s^ial or not. Slic can, at best, occupy 

classroom, anywhere, special or 

no. >>f-:xAX:h:;^xrt;wor^ 

X” "“mine" when I am told that dtey ate 



4 Teaching the Slow Learning Child 

aiming. They arc mine from the instant someone warns me 
that nothing can be done for them. The warning b always 
couched thus; 

“This child has shown no ability to learn ” 

In fifteen years of dedication to the retarded I have 
found not one child who could not learn. I have found four , 
all teen-age boys, W'ho would not learn. Their parents re- 
garded the special class as a disgrace and a waste of time. 
The boys copied their parents’ attitudes. Tw'o now serve 
long terms in prison. 

When I talked first with Carol my heart sank. Maybe, 
for the first time, the critics were right, hfaybe, at last, here 
was a child svho could not learn. But I would not allow 
myself to admit it. The 50 LQ. mind is a fair mind. It b 
slow, that’s alL I asked Carol questions, and she answered. 

I could no more understand the little blonde’s speech than 
if she had been speaking Sanskrit. I felt sure she under- 
stood me, for she strained to answer. Her speech was just a 
jumble of sounds. Yet they had a familiar ring. I had heard 
this “dialect" before somew’hcrc. 

Ned walked up to the desk. I remembered, I had not been 
able to understand hb speech, either, the year previous, I 
understood him now when he said: 

"Let me talk with her, Mrs. Smith.” 

Without waiting, he began talking svith Carol in her own 
“hnguage.” Once again I found Ned incomprehensible. But 
not Carol I I have never seen anyone, even in the dramatic 
day-to-day give-and-take of my class, blossom so quickly into 
flower. 1 have never known anyone to begin shining so 
quickly. Carol’s hands shot out, palms fonvard. As if thb 
odd gesture svcrc part of her language, which Ned under- 
stood, Ned shot out hb palms to meet Carol’s. 
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Facing each other through, or between, the opposing 
palms, they chattered like two young immigrants from 
some country that never was. They laughed. Their taces 
were expressive of delight. Surely two people had never be- 
fore become friends so quickly. 

"What is she saying, Ned?” I asked. _ , . x 

Ned scarcely heard me, so intent on Carol was be. 

touched him. He turned. I repeated the Slowly, 

then, Ned told roe what she said. She was glad to be with 
other children. She did not say other 
but that is what she meant In that instant Ned cca y 
"ci^icachcr," the newest of many I had joyfully used 

to have her and want her to feel at home among us. You 

'clrol’n^ld and smiled. She under.^ 

Ned put my W'ords into Carol s language. i . 

Carers spcedi was not a language, at 

not understand Ned’s interpretation or Carol s slo P 

'“"Hdp‘'c.rol to «y it ttt I soid it. Ned." I ittttntcted the 

seeded to -PjV;' 

but Carol undmtood them. Over ^nd . 

intelligible with each rep n ^ 

words. Carol ^y|"g ^ the time both had tired of the 
her own ^ of Carol’s. 

St'‘tt!"- -“V clattroom window. Otol 
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never going to be restricted to helplessness in the world of 
adults while her slow mind atrophied with years. I knew 
this. In fifteen years many of my pupils had finished school 
and gone out into the world. I religiously maintained con- 
tact with them. 

I held up another flash card. 

"Mother” said Carol clearly. 

I could have hugged her. I did. The hug she returned re- 
newed me. 



II 


The Blue Hour 


School was finished for the day. My last child had smiled 
or hugged me and left for home, I sat alone behind my 
desk. I seldom hurried home. Staying after school had fac- 
wme almost a rituah though I am averse to rituals generally, 
if slow learners arc involved, since no two retarded children 
of my lengthy acquaintance have ever been enough alike to 
Justify formulas for their education. 

My ritual was precious to me. J recommend it, though it 
has never increased my salary. My hour, more or less, behind 
my desk, after school, became standard practice early in my 
life as a teacher. The first effort I made after the door had 
slammed for the last time that day, on the last boy or girl, 
was toward mental and physical relaxation. I needed both. 

I came to school every morning at my peak of efficiency. 

I left school every evening, if I permitted myself, feeling 
as if the day had aged me several years. 

Each morning I was capable of whipping my world; each 
evening I had myself to whip. There ivere no easy answm 
to my problems. 

Every child is a problem to the teacher. The average nor- 
mal child, I.Q. from 90 to JIO, is usually capable of helping 
the teacher to help him solve his problems. His mind is 
active, alert, more or less eager. 
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The child whose I.Q. is below 90, down to 50~whcrc my 
lowest found their niches— must have help. 

I rested for ten minutes, restoring the ravages of the day. 

I was no doaor, capable of treating the sick, no surgeon 
capable of delicate surgery, svhilc maintaining an imper- 
sonal attitude. Every child of my classroom was as much my 
child as my own daughter. 

My blue hour began this way: 

I thought of Carol, since she was my latest child, and 
asked myself these questions: "Have I failed her today, in 
any svay ? Should I have done something for her, said some- 
thing to her, that I did not do, did not say?" 

In order to be sure of the answer, I piemred Carol in my 
memory' of the day. She had come to school this morning 
with a smile. She had been immaculate. She had come all 
the way across town, by bus, alone. She had been doing this 
since she started in my class, because the class and I had 
given her the confidence that she could. Had 1 compli- 
mented her on her safe negotiation of fares, bus, streets? 
That was no longer necessary; she took bus trips for granted 
now. It was an old story, I closed my eyes and saw her dress 
again, her hair-do, her shoes. I saw her take her scat. I 
watched her through the day. I had, apparently, overlooked 
nothing. If I found I had, ! noted it on the pad I pulled 
under my right clbow. 

I dismissed Carol from my mind, though I did wonder 
what she and her proud, faithful mother talked about. Carol 
would tell me tomorrow, or one day the mother would visit 
me and comment. That was one good thing about my class. 
Since it was not labeled, nor referred to as a special class, 
my parents did come to class to watch the children at their 
work. It made me happy to be in a school so broad-minded 
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and far-sighted that no one was segregated. My door was 
always open for parents. They catnc to my class without 

embarrassment. , 

I thought of Ned, then, and the sixteen other pupils who 
relied upon me for rehabilitation. Early in life, far too early, 
every one had discovered himself, herself, to e 
sometimes a little, sometimes a great deal Faced with this 
dilTcrcncc, which far too many people were far tw eager to 
point out and emphasize, slowly at first unbelievingly at 
first, but faster as they became convinced of their diffcrenc , 
they withdrew inwardly, until their retreat from the dajs. 
and the dwellers in the days, became headlong- By the tirn 
they were old enough for school, most had crawled into *e 
darkest depths of themselves and sought sanctuary from Uic 
world. The world-with knowing grins, pointed fingers 
jeering words-encouraged them to retreat more deeply into 

their personal sanctuaries. , , , , t An 

It was my duty to bring each one forth. I knew 
it. I knew knt .he. was a. leas. 77,t'td 

inner sanenary, I. was my job .o find ... If I MeJ » 
d.c hun. would become gradually more ‘I'ffi™’'- 
problem more dllBeul. ro solve. I never, all my 'e. 

doubred I would find .he righ. key for each boy E' ^ 

I never rook anyrhing for granted, Aough I "7" 
chances. I balanced my books with each child at the end 
each d“;, eaaetly as it the child had been a bank, 1 .he bonk- 

H^' John been untidy on arrival .ha. ^ 

pupils wU noted foe Aeir good appe^nee. <' 
to noted for. I began, unobtrusively, to make good a^ 
l^mnc^rtcnet of faith for each new pupil. It was the 
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easiest simplest thing in whicl) the boy or girl could take 

pride- 

That boy or girl needed something o£ which to be proud. 
Pride svas part of the basic foundation for rehabilitation. 

Had Peter pulled the braids of the little girl in the scat 
ahead of him? Had he twisted the arm of the smaller boy 
across the aisle to his left? If Peter pulled braids, and Peter 
were normal, a reprimand served, or the girl, or Peter, could 
be moved to another desk; but Peter was slow, frustrated; 
he must learn that strong boys did not pull girls’ braids, and 
he must learn why. Explanations must be given Peter at his 
own level of understanding. That inner urge which im- 
pelled him to pull little girls’ braids must be expelled from 
Peter’s personality. It must be done without leaving scars, 
without leaving a vestige of itself. I knew how, or was learn- 
ing how, to reach Peter. Every indication pointed to the fact 
that Peter craved recognition. I could rehabilitate any child 
I could reach. So why not Peter? 

I could reach any child capable of thought; capable of 
being induced to think, and Peter could both think and 
analyze. 

Peter had what seemed to be sadistic tendencies. I must 
lead him away from them. No prison must ever await Peter, 
I would never see his name in the headlines, read this kind 
of a quotation of Peter: 

“I don’t know what came over me. Everything went dark. 
I had the urge to kill. 1 could not help myself. My hands had 
a life of their own.” 

Peter was ten. My chances would have been better if he 
had come to roe at eight, but I would succeed anyway at any 
age. It just became more difficult ss'ith growth and years. 
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The slow to learn become slower to learn, if dedicated 
teachers and parents do not intervene. 

Peter, when he left me, would be too sure of himscU m 
odier ways, too proud, to have any urge to hurt any one At 
his age, hurting someone else was a way of attrac ng 
lion to himself. Desire for attention was a 
urge There were legitimate reasons for attracting auenuon. 
many of them, not always the same for boys an gi , 
dom, mdeed, the same for any two children. 

Peter wanted to “be somebody." He did not want mbe on 
relief, like his father. Tliat made him different ^ 
whose father was also on relief; , 

lief offered just the right security, and looked forward to it 

Had I failed Peter in any way, today? 

If I had nor, I dismissed their shadows 
If I had. I made eyeful. --pUte 
sense when morning «rne. U 

for tomorrow s work with memory through 

Carfull, I worked my -V 
every member of the ® Uie^eiily distracted 

and called my name loudly . ask a question, or 

attention of the More work was in- 

fcavc ™orge who seemed unable to help him- 

dicated here, with Georg , ^ gUy trivial shortcoming 

sdf, and shook his headove^.sa«uall^^^^^ 

much more than I did. seeurity. He roust find 

noise that was f One thing 

it. I noted him f« kfer was this; he liked to 

maf,o"?.hifl.”'vished to read faster, to race into more 
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advanced tcadars than he was, as yci, capable o£ grasping. 
His urge was to come out, not retreat. 

^lary, what about Mary? She was big for ten, fat, lovable, 
and always hungry. She sneaked food into her desk. She ate 
too much at home. But she did not cat, I was sure, as much, 
or as voraciously, as she had when she had come to me. 
Mar)' needed a lot of work in the diet department, always 
would. 1 made a note I had been making almost every day 
since Mary' came to me. Academically Mary, with an I.Q. 
of 70, was slower than my 59 I.Q. C^oL I had had other 
Marys, other Carols, and this had always puzzled me. Thus 
I had come to the conclusion that the value of I.Q. tests lay 
chiefly in establishing the general grouping in which chil* 
dren belonged. 

I went through all eighteen of my pupils- Eighteen, just 
about half the number of pupils teachers of normal children 
were required to handle at one time. 

When satisfied that I had done everything possible for my 
small slow ones that day, I went home to my daughter, 
Glenna Mary, who has a rather high I.Q., which sometimes 
poses problems as difficult for her to solve, and her teachers 
to soh’c, as arc Carol’s, and mine with Carol. 

My duties as a teacher did not require this daily recapitula- 
tion. But I was paid for it, maybe even overpaid, in coinage 
more valuable than is named in any teacher s pay-check. I 
cannot pul that coinage into one word, or a few words, as 
parents of slow children will realize. I have to feel my way 
with words, as many as may be necessary, exactly as I feel 
my way into the dark recesses of nesv pupils’ sanctasnes, to 
lead Uicm fonh into their rightful light. 

I share that light wtith every child. It is payment heaped 
up, pressed down, and running over. 
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There were twenty-four movable desks in my classroom. 
One of the dioughts which made my blue hour blue was a 
kind of hntasy. One-fifth of the pupils attending the ele- 
mentary schools of the United States, at any given moment 
in a school year, were like Carol, Mary, Jane, Peter, John, and 
George. I always saw this vast sweep of desks, at which 
shadows of boys and girls I would never know, were seated, 
and wondered if I were not somehow failing many, many 
thousands of these children. 

It was a silly idea, of course, for what could just one 
teacher of the retarded do? If I had even reasonable success 
with my eighteen, I accomplished all that was expected 
of me. 

Just the same, thought of that sea of desks intruded, down 
the years, into every daily blue hour, until I dismissed it by 
going home, where I lived a second life, not too vastly differ- 
ent from my life by day. 
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way', I can be. There is such a tljjng as being so close to 
something, a place, a wall, a person, that one has but a 
blurred image of it. 

The average normal person has more of a blurred picture 
of the slow child than the slow child has of the world, and 
of his place in it. 

So when a child comes to me he must first know that he is 
among friends, beginning with me, and including all other 
members of the class, who he quickly learns arc his mental 
brethren. 

A child approaches me diffidently. My first task is to erase, 
on a sound psychological basis, his diffidence. If he were 
normal he might himself overcome it by exercising hb rea- 
son. But parents and schoolmates have convinced him that 
hb reasoning powers arc of little value. He accepts their 
judgment as final and correct, withdrawing into himself in- 
stead of rebelling, poking liis head out, like a fearful rodent 
out of a cat-svaichcd burrow. 

A child approaches me arrogantly, strutting. He expects 
to be stepped on, kicked, and believes his only hope of sur- 
vival is to step first, kick first. He is blood brother to the 
child who cringes openly, not in disgubc, I have a general 
idea of how to handle the cringing child, the arrogant child; 
but each child is an individual: he can not be pigeonholed. 
Ho two cringing children or arrogant children arc alike. I 
find the Cause of the cringing and the arrogance as quickly 
as 1 can — to cut short actual suffering — and remove the 
cause. 

A cliild approaches me sullenly. I find out why he, or she. 
Is sullen. Sometimes it is easy, sometimes difficult, but when 
the cause is found, rehabilitation b simple and certain. 

I wish to emphasize one thing I have learned in fifteen 
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years of dealing with the slow learner: // taf^es so little to 
krhg the child forth from his personal sanctuary. Once he 
exits, or even pokes out his head, it takes little— beyond love, 
understanding, encouragement— to help him to find himself 
in the world, able to fight his own battles, shoulder his own 
burdens. 

The slow child is born with two strikes against him; but 
if he is sent to me, and strikes out, it is not his fault; it is 
vtine, and I must face an accounting somewhere, sometime, 
beginning in my own heart and conscience. If I were the 
father or mother of such a child I would say exactly the 
same thing about myself; but it is not the prerogative of a 
teacher to criticize parents. I make sure of my own lack of 
prejudice by not rcscarchmg parents beyond information 
that comes my way when parents visit the school. 

There arc unnaturally pale boys and girls in almost every 
normal class. There are unnaturally thin normal hoys and 
girls. There arc hesitant boys and girls. There arc wide-eyed, 
sunken-eyed, dull-eyed, fearful-eyed, boys and girls in every 
normal class. But boys and girls who come to my class al- 
ways seem, at first, to be paler, thinner, more hesitant, more 
wide-eyed, sunken-eyed, dull-cycd, or fearful-eyed than nor- 
mal children. 

The difference is simple. Normal children find life filled 
with problems. So do die slow children. But for the slow 
child, less equipped to meet challenges generally, the prob- 
lems are more difficult, the obstacles greater. 

I have often wondered how the average normal boy or 
girl would face it if mistaken consistently for a retarded 
child and treated as so many retarded children arc treated 
by the unthinking? I use the term “unthinking” advisedly, 
b^use no thinking person could possibly push the slow 
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child around as case histories indicate that most slow chil- 
dren arc pushed around. 

Why should children who find obstacles difficult be faced 
with higher, harder obstacles? It is a paradoxical thing and 
must not be allowed to continue. 

I make cvcr>' child feel at home, as much as a child can 
possibly feel at home in a schoolroom; the “class family” 
helps me do this, indeed docs the most about it, because its 
members quickly learn that feeling at home is the beginning 
of self-realization. 

Next, I recognize the new pupil, not only for what he is, 
what he seems to be, but what I know he will become, given 
a chance. 

The child who comes to me has ceased to be a football — - 
family, school, communal, or political. From here on / do 
the kicking, until the child is able to kick for itself instead 
of being kicked. I do battle with anybody who treats one of 
ray retarded children as if he, or she, were inferior, I make 
sure my pupils know I will fight for them; I have found 
this the surest way to inspire them to fight for themselves. 

Maybe, to some extent, all of us arc footballs; but most of 
us can at least bounce. Usually the retarded child has been so 
defiated by life, from his first realization of his difference 
on, that he docs not even bother to bounce. 

No child in my class remains dcHatcd longer than it takes 
m- to recognize his outstanding ability. It may be almost too 
small for even me to see, but when I sec it I mention it to 
him, her, and to the class family. 

I like to be recognized for my worth. So do you. Wc can 
both exist, after a fashion, writhout such recognition; but to 
the slow child recognition is life itself. 



IV 


My First is for Retention 

The reading level of the average normal child, with an I.Q. 
of 90 to no, is much lower than the average normal adult 
thinks. An exceUem test of this statement can be made by 
each reader of this book. Sit back and read it aloud. I use 
the simplest of words. I svant to make sure I am understood. 
My responsibility to parents and educators who read, and 
who, God willing, find the techniques useful, so that slow 
learners arc allowed to learn, lies heavily on my shoulders, 
I allow myself no mistakes. 

Docs the reader stumble over any of the words? Docs he 
have to look at a few of the longer words letter by letter, 
sounding the syllables in his mind, before he can be sure he 
knows the word — ^whilc whoever listens strains for him to 
find it, so that the reading will sound coherent? 

This stumbling manner of reading 1 must erase from my 
slow ones. My task is easier, though it is never what I can 
call easy, if they come to me before they are eight years of 
age, and before they have mislearned elsewhere. In no wise 
do I suggest criticism of other teachers here. I must repeat 
that the teacher of the average normal class always has too 
many pupils, never has a chance to reach individuals. There 
simply is not enough time or human endurance. But the 
slow learner suffers. 
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My iFirst is for Retention 

I prefer children to come to me for tlicir primer or pre- 
primer work. A year or two make little difference at this 
age. If it takes an extra year with any clnld, it matters little 
to me, to the school, or to the community; hut it matters 
vitally to the child. TIic greater portion of life— I would 
hcsfCafc fo say haw great a portion it appears to be — is 
blanked out for the person who cannot read. The retarded 
child can learn, if not placed under undue pressure. 

The powers of retention of slow learners arc low. One 
must labor to build memory into the retarded. It can be 
done. I have done it for years. It Is a slow process. But suc- 
cess is usually lasting. There arc always exceptions, I sup- 
pose. This docs not seem remarkable. I know I do not 
remember everything I learned in elementary school, high 
school, or college. Many examinations I once passed easily 
I could not now pass without intensive "cramming.”^ 

I must repeat things with the retarded. I must keep them 
repeating. And repetition must not be allowed to wash out 
meaning. An excellent example of what I mean is the man- 
ner in which many people recite the Lord’s Prayer, The 
words, from much repetition, have lost their meaning. The 
prayer is not felt, not lived. That can happen in class, with 
almost fatal results. 

My first step in avoiding this is to make sure that I, myself, 
continue to feel and live the words I have lived and felt for 
fourteen years. Of course it is not easy to be a child, a re- 
tarded child, or to reach the retarded child. If it were easy 
I would be as fresh at night as I am when I reach school 
each morning. It takes something out of the most dedicated 
teacher. For this very reason the retarded child may be 
slighted— ro slighted as to be lost to the family, the com- 
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muntty, and the nation, so that he becomes an indigent in- 
stead of a producer. 

Take the flash t^rds, simple cards on which simple words 
appear, sometimes with illustrative pictures. I take my pupils 
through these cards time after time, until they know the 
words on sight. Then I shuffle the cards, and do it again, 
and again. Then I ask each child to tell me what he believes 
each word to mean. I ask him to run through a page or two 
of some hook in which the word appears, possibly more than 
once, and find the word, show it to me, I have him find 
other words, which he may not know, but which have the 
same beginning or ending as the word I am fixing in his 
evasive memory. 1 use every means I have learned over the 
years to help that child to help himself retain words, a given 
word. 

My class is not graded. Pre-primer, primer, the first, sec- 
ond, third, and fourth grades, arc taught in “Mrs. Smith’s 
Class.” When 1 am working with the first-, second-, third-, or 
fourth-grade reading levels (always I accent reading, though 
collateral academic subjects arc, of course, studied equally 
thoroughly) I encourage, in that 1 do not discourage, all 
pupils who read easily at lower levels to participate in the 
reading at the higher levels, by looking on and listening. I 
have found that such listeners, who in other classes ought 
be accused of neglecting their own work, who might be told 
sharply to “fix your attention on your own workl” as- 
similate much more than might ordinarily be believed- I 
attribute this to the obvious fact that they arc not under pres- 
sure to learn at the higher level. They arc urged by just one 
thing: desire to learn, satisfaction of personal curiosity, if 
you will, 

I do not set a minimum number of words that the boy or 
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girl must learn at any level, I do make sure that the child 
knows the words for his reading level. He meets them 
wherever he turns; on the blackboard, on the news bulletin 
board, in books above and below his reading level, on flash 
cards, in class discussions — for their sounds — in projects. 

Reading is of first importance. When the retarded child 
begins his rehabilitation, he starts at tlic foot of a ladder. He 
must read on every rung of that ladder. He must read to 
know the news. He must read to receive letters, must read to 
write them. He must read to know what signs say, to know 
where and when to find radio broadcasts. He must read to 
know anything. He must read to find his svay into the vast 
World of accumulated knowledge, without access to which 
he is a vegetable. If he never learns he remains a vegetable. 

Repeat 1 Repeating has become so habitual with me tliat I 
find that 1 repeat for grown-up listeners and for my daugh- 
ter, who always grasps the first time whatever is said or 
read to her. 

It is as if the memory of the retarded child were a tablet of 
stone. The smooth tablet carries no knowledge. Only when 
words, phrases, arc deeply etched on the stone, docs the 
stone retain. Human beings arc more flexible than stone, but 
do not retain as long. Slow learners retain less, and for a 
briefer period of time, than the so-called "normal"; so more, 
and more obvious and exacting, etching is indicated. 

Even after I have made sure that a child has mastered all 
the words in a primer, no matter how twisted as to context, 

I go further. 1 open the pages of other primers to that child. 
The stories arc written at the same level, but by different 
writers. They arc, then, different stories, new and fresh. As 
far as the children arc concerned, they may have been "pro 
mated,” and so they have. Any new word mastered is a 
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personaHy-acquifcd promotion. To carry out my first two 
steps, I make the child “at home” with each new \vofd, as 
he has become, or is quickly becoming — else he does not 
learn readily — at home with the class and with me. 

When the child recognizes the word, wherever he finds it, 
he recognizes progress in himsclE; he has made it. The entire 
class is made awaic— in ways not necessarily subtle — that 
the child knows those words; so the class also recognizes 
that child anew, in what he has learned. How valuable is 
this recognition! Without it the shy, belligerent, aggressive, 
sullen, slow child svill make but painful progress. 

I also pay the child in small ways for what he, or she, docs. 
Recognition is payment, and recognition is never withheld. 
l£ the child— it is usually, though not always, a girl who 
yearns for this — feels that only personal contact is recogni- 
tion enough, she makes the fact known. She comes forward 
to be patted on the shoulder, or back, or the back of the 
hand, or to hug and be hugged. None of this personal at- 
tention costs me a thing. If I do not bestosv it I may set the 
child back, to poise at the mouth of his burrow, ready to 
dart back down into his dark inner sanctuary. Boys, of 
course, arc “bjg and tough." They would not be hugged for 
anything, except with obvious reluctance! They cringe from 
the pat on the back or shoulder, hide their faces at the 
complimentary word, but they never completely evade the 
caress, or run away from sincere compliments. 

I must never promote a child who docs not know all he 
can learn in the grade he is ia If I do, I start him. climbing 
with missing rungs in his ladder of accomplishment. Far too 
many normal children arc promoted regularly from grade 
to grade, without ever knosving more than a majority — and 
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r should judge much less than that— of the items they arc 
supposed to master, and retain, in each, 

I am not sure that many a junior high school student can 
read readily at tlie fifth- or even the fourth-grade level. I 
am sure he passed, with a satisfactory mark, or he would 
never have attained junior high, but did he pass; if so, how 
much did he iy-pass ? 

I must make sure as far as with me is humanly possible, 
that none of my children by-pass anything, with reading 
always and forever the foremost bit of strength in every rung 
of the ladder of ascent into successful life. 

Geography? Arithmetic? Spelling? Drawing? 

If the reader really reads, he possesses the sure key to every 
academic subject, none of which, however, is neglected in 
favor of reading solely. 



V 


Ted Threw a Tantrum 


I KNtw what was coming when Ted entered the classroom 
with his mother. So did my class. They knew because, with 
Ted and his mother, came the principal of the school, and 
someone else, the custodian. There was one reason why a 
new pupil arrived with such an entourage. He was a “prob- 
lem.” I knew from experience about how the problem would 
make itself clear. Ted was almost five feet one inch tall; 
handsome, sullen, on the defensive. 

“I’ve brought my Teddy to you, Mrs. Smith,” began Ted’s 
mother. 

“I’m not staying,” said Ted. “And don’t call me ’Teddy!’ 
I’m no baby!” 

“He’s my baby, anyway, Mrs. Smith,” said Ted’s mother, 
“and I’ve brought him to your class. . . 

‘Tm not going to stay,” repeated Ted. 

The mother’s despairing face became red. I knew in ad- 
vance that Ted had attended a number of schools. Teachers 
had thrown up their hands over Ted, Teachers had refused 
to have anything to do with him. Schools had expelled him. 

“Sit down here at my desk, Theodore,” I told the big boy. 

“I don’t like ‘Theodore,’ either,” said Ted. "I like a manly 
name, like Ted.” 

“Very well, Ted it is,” I agreed, grandng him a small vic- 
26 
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tor>', which he instantly realized, instantly planned to ex- 
ploit in some way. For a boy with a low I.Q., ! tliought, hts 
mind worked well That a retarded mind worked so fast 
d'id not surprise me, however. “Sit down at the desk, please." 

“No,” said Ted, ‘Til sit Mere/" 

He did pick an empty desk. Sometimes the Teds who 
came to me picked desks already occupied, and llius in- 
stantly created a problem. I was happy that Ted did not 
compound his maneuvering thus. He was attacking, tr)'ing 
to get his teacher off balance before she could get set. 

Ted picked a desk in front of my larger one, where all the 
other pupils could see him. I knew, was sure I knew, just 
what was coming. 

The mother ss'as embarrassed. She did not knmv whedier 
to stay and become more embarrassed, or leave and give the 
impression of headlong retreat. 

“I'll take over," I told Ted’s mother. "I do hope you’ll 
drop in and see what progress Ted makes with us.” 

“I'll be home as soon as you arc,” Ted told his motljcr. 

The principal escorted 'Ted’s mother out of the room. 

I turned to the class, noting the preliminary signs being 
produced by Ted. His lips were a firm line. He was study- 
ing the classroom, staring at hb new fellow-pupils as if he 
were saying; 

“Why do you mind this woman, who isn’t even your 
mother? Watch me make her svisb she’d never become a 
school teacher T* 

Tliis was my imagination, of course, for as yet I did not 
know enough about Ted to know how his mind worked. I 
only knew it was supposed to work slowly, else he wouldn’t 
be joining this class, 

"Ted looked around, locating other desks, the cleared space 
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on the floor, and I smiled inwardly. I had seen this prepara- 
tion so many times, and found it difScult to blame boys like 
Ted- What lie planned now had always worked. 

“Children!” 1 snapped at the other pupils. It was an 
agreed-upon signal. They had been staring at Ted with 
much interest, much curiosity. They wanted to size him up. 
Now, at my one spoken word, every head was bent over its 
own desk. Work projects became of prime interest. Books 
were opened. Faces smoothed out, brows furrowed in con- 
centration. 

Ted did a kind of slow roll onto the floor. He hit it hard 
enough to produce what Action writers call a “dull thud." 
But, as other Teds always had in my experience, this Ted 
did not strike his head, did not hit a desk going down, hit 
the floor so limply that he could scarcely have been said to 
fall. It was a practiced, successful production! 

Ted began banging his head on the floor, not too hard. 
Ted began beating a tattoo on the floor with both heels. Ted 
began moaning as if the death rattle were about to rise in 
his throat. Ted began moaning and groaning; there is a 
difference betw'ccn the two, known to tantrum-throwing 
children, who do not have to be retarded. 

I ignored Ted completely, noting the items I have enu- 
merated above out of the corners of my eyes, and remember- 
ing them from experience. I knew so wcU how the tantrum- 
throwers began, fell, sprawled, rolled over, rolled back, that 
I Could tell by the sounds, without having to look. To look, 
I knew, would have been fatal. 

My svell-schoolcd children ignored Ted even more com- 
pletely than I did. They were aware of my methods and 
how they operated. Three of Ted’s predecessors, two of 
them girls, occupied desks close to Ted’s “stage." 
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I let matters go on a minute or twa One of the girls who 
had ihrow'n just such a tantrum as this, looked sidesvisc at 
me, and would has'e giggled if I had not placed a w’aming 
finger at my lips. 

I rose, went to the blackboard. To watch what I did, all 
the pupils had to turn their backs on Ted. This they did 
with speed, if with some reluctance. 

I wTote the letters “eh" on the board. 

“What is that sound ?" I asked. 

Tivclvc or thirteen hands shot up. Ted's heels were doing 
a rhythmic fanoo on the fioor. One of my pupils was a com- 
parative new’comcr who could not read at all, knew' no 
letters. I wished that one, a girl, to fed herself a part of the 
class. 

“Bette,” I said to her, “what kind of a sound docs a steam 
engine make when it is starting?" 

“Ch, eh," said Bette, surprised that she had been asked; 
stirpriscd and proud. She W'as also a bit uncertain of her 
answer, but anxious that it be right Now came thatreoegni- 
rion on which all progress with the retarded must be based. 

“That's right, Bette!" I said, giving her my own recogni- 
tion of her correct answer. Ted’s heels continued their tat- 
too. Now he %vas near screaming; screaming w'ould be next 
Strange, bloodcurdling, sometimes awesome sounds came 
from my dassroom when nesveomers were being “in- 
ducted." Now' I called upon the class to recognize Bette. 
“Now that Bette has given you the right sound," I said, “1 
add some letters to the ‘eh' sound, and this is W’hat it be- 
comes." I finished the word “chair.” 

“XSiair!” shouted the dass. 

I began writing other words beginning wnth "eh.” 

"Chop,” 1 wrote. 
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Ted screamed, but I had timed well The class, even as 
Ted screamed, called out the word, some corrcaly naming 
it, some not, “Chop ” Ted was drowned out, or thought he 
n* 3 s. In any event he was markedly ignored. I had taken my 
place at the blackboard in such a way that, if I snapped a 
roving glance, I could sec Ted’s head. As he screamed he 
raised it, nvisted to look at the backs of his schoolmates. Koi 
one paid him any attention whatcs’cr! 

“Chicken,” I wrote. Ted screamed more loudly. The class 
called out the word “Chicken.*’ Through the thick door of 
my classroom I am sure the words “chop” and “chicken” 
were heard in many nearby classrooms, while the screaming 
of Theodore wasn’t heard at all. 

“Chest.” I wrote. “Chest,” yelled the class. 

Ted yelled, but his yell was again drosvncd in the con- 
cened yelUng of scs'cntccn members of the class. I joined 
my voice to theirs to make sure. 

I pronounced other words I hurriedly set down, in the 
ei’cnt my pupils were slow to rise, or just did not recognize 
them. In times of stress I somenroes had to patise a bit too 
long to think of words b^inning with “ch.” 

We kept thb up, undl a strange, but not at all unusual, 
event took place. 

“Charmcl,” 1 wrote on the blackboard. 

“Channel,” came a brand new voic^ w’hich rose ahead of 
all others. It was louder, mare resonant. It came from be- 
hind the class, over near my desk, Ted had risen and re- 
turned to his desk. Ignored as a show.of?, he was bound to 
be noticed. 

'‘Good, Ted!” I gave him full recognition immediately. 
The word was “ ch a nn el” after all, rather long for many of 
my class, especially for Ac newest, youngest ones. 
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Instantly the class turned, as one person, and looked at 
Ted. Then, following my cue, it also gave him that recogni- 
tion he had failed to attain with banging head, kicking 
heels, moans, groans, screams. The class applauded. 

It was simple. It was effective. Maybe it wasn’t dignified, 
but children are not namrally dignified, and my work is 
with children; specifically, a rather exceptional kind of 
children. 

“Maybe tJjat was a bit long for some of you,” I said to the 
class, “but it wasn't too long for Ted, was it?” 

I seemed to belittle the class somewhat, but the class, as a 
class, did not mind. It was the individual in the class who 
was hurt if belittled. I wrote more words. Ted joined with 
the rest of the class in calling them out. He might throw 
tantrums again, but I doubted it. His first one had been a 
terrible dud, and he knew it. He was glad of the loophole of 
escape he had been given. 

I returned to my desk, sat down. I ignored Ted for a mo- 
ment. 

When 1 glanced at him again he had taken the desk 1 had 
told him to take in the first place. He appeared to have for- 
gotten that he had thrown a useless tantrum. The class 
appeared to have forgotten. Nobody had forgotten, really. 
But everybody had become better acquainted with every- 
body else in the class, including me. 

An hour later the principal poked his head cautiously in- 
side my door. His glance shot to the desk to which I had 
assigned Ted. Ted was still at that desk. He had not, after 
all, beaten his mother home. 

Not all tantrum-throwers settled for the first ignored 
tantrum. I once had a boy named Ralph who threw three 
tantrums before, slow learner that he was, he realized that 
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he attracted no obvious attention- After that he threw no 
more. Instead, he awaited the arrival of the next tantrum- 
thrower, so that he could get even by ignoring the “show- 
off!” 

Ted needed recognition. He got it, not for a rcprchcmible 
scene, hut for something he knew, nicre was a difference. 
Maybe he could not have explained the different, but he 
knew, hfaybe he had not shown me the real key to his 
inner self, but he and I, and the class, had made a beginning, 
and would surely 6nd it. 

Not one of many tantrum-throwers my class has had in 
fourteen years has ever been despaired of, transferred to 
some other teacher, or marked as a failure. One, indeed, an 
outstanding tantrum-thrower, graduated and became a well- 
paid supervisor in a contracting business, largely because he 
would endure no tantrum-throwing on the part of his 
juniors! 



VI 


Study the Text 

I HA\’E found that God docs a pretty good job with His 
world. Experts often shake their heads over Him and His 
ways, largely because He docs not often agree with them. 
He sends us children W'c arc pleased to call "retarded,” to 
show us, I think, tJjat not everything can be neatly pigeon- 
holed, channeled, set to music, rctiuced to a norm; that 
humanity, especially in its slower manifestations, has no 
common denominator. The "key” to John will most cer- 
tainly not fit George’s inner door, and vice versa. 

The most Commonly voiced complaint of educators of the 
retarded is this: 

“There should be books. Where do I find a formula for 
this work?” 

There arc books. They arc attempts to formula-izc, to fit 
all boys into a "boy” groove, all girls into a "girl” groove. In 
the ease of those with low I.Q.’s we prefix tltc word “re- 
tarded.” It should be, if well thought out, all nice and tidy, 
if only the retarded boys and girls marched up and con- 
formed. They never do that. 

TAere ts only one readable text by which any boy or girl 
may be rehabilitated: it ts the movable text provided by the 
boy himself, the girl herself. Nothing I can read anywhere 
can show me die infallible way to the inner self of a child. 
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So what do I do? I face this question c^’cr)’ morning when 
I face my eighteen slotv ones. I face it every' night, wth 
variations— “what did I do; what did I not do?”— during 
my blue hour. 

1 find no merit in the question of whether religion should 
be taught in schools; I know one thing, which sets me apart 
from any part in the rcligion-in-school controversy: I am 
unable to reach my children, any one of them, without the 
Father’s help. I recognized this long ago. I have proved it 
with every “lost sheep.” Not a child has passed through my 
hands without being repeatedly the subject of my heartfelt 
prayers. 

I am not a do-gooder. I am not sanctimonious- 1 am not 
saintly. I am just a relentlessly hard worker W'ho is able to 
work because the Father gives me strength. I am not always 
telling my children about God in words they will hear else- 
where all their lives. I do not preach, though we do sing 
songs similar to “Work for the Night Is Coming” and “God 
of Our Fathers ” 1 am, in this inspiring, awesome task of 
rehabilitating the retarded, a more or less silent — svith re- 
spect to religion— helper of the Father. 

I look at the faces — some of them would appear rather 
vacuous if I did not know, or sense, the intelligence behind 
the apparent vacuity— and ask mysdf this: 

“How can I make God, (the Invisible,) clear to them, 
when so much they see with their mortal eyes lacks clear 
meaning to them? How can I make them hear divine music 
when they can’t hear the meaning behind the simplest 
songs?” 

'The ansu'cr is simple. I do not teach religion. I live if. 
They can sec me. 1 so live that they w’ish to emulate me, at 
least in part, possibly sometimes a very small part where the 
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boys arc concerned, a large part with the girls. I do not stand 
apart, waiting for the Father to manifest Himself in any 
miraculous w'ay through me. I roll up my sleeves, actually 
and spiritually, and get busy. I believe that God works 
closely with every one of His children. Therefore, if I am 
to be His efficient helper, I must also work closely with each 
individual. 

I pray for help with each child. I don’t sit back and await 
miracles. I don’t sit back and say: 

"All right. Father, Ted is Yours. Let’s see You do some- 
thing.” 

Ted was sent to me, in a natural, normal way, because the 
Father knew I could “find” the boy. In every child I have 
rehabilitated I have found a segment of myself. With each 
child I have grown little or much, for which I am most 
thankful where thanks arc due — to the Father. Possibly it is 
not too much to suggest that this self-finding, for all human- 
ity, is the reason for slow learners, the retarded. Yhe 
dedicated teacher, without becoming fanatic on the subject, 
or ssverving from the normal in any way, might give the 
idea a little thought. He will find that it helps approach each 
new problem which each new slow one poses. ^ 

Some wrong things arc obvious: (1) people ignore or be- 
little the slow; (2) people look down on other people from 
self-assumed heights which may be wholly imaging, and 
injuriously so; (3) parents think of themselves, swimming 
in self-pity, before tlicy think of their "unusual” children as 
challenges to d:cir mettle; (•!) people apologize for the slow 
learner, and make his path more thorny than it naturally is, 
by warning others; and those warned, too often heed! (5) 
Tliosc responsible for the progress of the slow too often 
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shift responsibility asewhcrc. (Thus completely refusing the 
usk, the soul-testing, assigned them by the Father.) 

I accept my responsibility. 1 simply make myself available. 
With His help, without which 1 am powerless, I succeed 
with child after child. 

There is nothing supernatural about this. Even the atheist 
docs it every day, and he docs not believe in God. 

I buckle down to the day’s business, maintainmg that 
personal, spiritual awareness without which I haven’t a 
chance of reaching any person, especially if that person is 
slow. By this awareness 1 read the text of the individual. I 
am myself slow, since I am not God, and so I sometimes 
stumble over that text for days, even weeks, before I can 
read it, and know that child, and begin bringing him, or 
her, into such realization of himself that self-rehabilitation, 
with all the help I can give him, is certain. By helping a 
child to help himself, I help children to help one another. I 
use religion, then, in a practical way. God is not afar oB 
while I am working with His children; He is in the class- 
room with all of us. He b as real to me as any child. Because 
this b so, I have no fear that any graduate of my class will 
lack religious training. He, or she; has it, every’ minute he, or 
she, b with me; has it at all other times, too, since if I am to 
be of most help to any child, I must be memorable to that 
child, must be taken home in the child's rctcntivcncss, to be 
on hand and ready for work when the child returns to 
school next day, 

I hope 1 have made it clear that I regard myself as one of 
the Father’s co-workers, in the evolution of Hb slower-Icarn' 
ing children. He expects of me, for my own soul’s progress, 
that though I call on Him for help and guidance, I move as 



Sutdy the Text 37 

far in every needed direction, on my own steam, as I am 
humanly able. 

Prayer is a simple, practical activity. It is the key which 
opens the door to task-integration of man with his Maker. 

I have a right to go to my principal for answers. 

I have a right to go to my supervisor. 

I have a right to go to my superintendent of schools. 

I have a right to go to my medical, dental, psychological 
associates. 

I have a right to God’s help, since he “hired" every last one 
of us. 

Above all I have this right; to realize that the slowest of 
the slow also have rights I must respect, the world must re- 
spect, if it is ever truly to be free. 

Where docs religion for the child enter here? Naturally 
enough; it becomes a natural, living thing, along with basic 
reading, by which each will attain it on his own, because he 
wants to, and because I have tried to set the right example. 

Whether we believe or do not believe in the awareness of 
God, we must believe in molding the child’s character if we 
arc to succeed with him. What good will his ability to read 
do him, or his ability to make a living, if he has not devel- 
oped this important phase of his personality? Without it he 
will shirk responsibility, he will make life unpleasant for 
those around him, he will place his own selfish needs above 
the needs of others. He becomes a failure as a citizen and a 
failure in the search for happiness. 

Character building should be a definite part of our daily 
school work, incorporated into the daily training of our re- 
tarded, Most teachers manage to handle this education^ 
task indirectly. The life of many a child has been changed 
for the best by the interest that some teacher has shown m 
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devdopmg hi 5 personality. Indirect molding of character, 
however, is not enough. Wc, as teachers and parents, ^vould 
find many of our headaches removed if we added a specific 
time for Aaracter uaining every day. To label it the charac- 
ter building period would be impractical. Wc could call it 
the social studies program or the dtizemhip period. To 
make it sucxxssftil wc would have to mate it applicable to 
the lives of those boys and girls %viih us at the time. Let me 
give a practical example. This was a lesson in my own 
schoolroom with children from eight to eleven years of age. 
To tell it let me begin with the facts preceding the lesson. 

I have two dogs at home. Many of my class visit me from 
time to time and arc acquainted with Fluffy and Duchess, as 
I call them. Fluffy is a brown and white collie. Duchess is a 
black cocker spaniel. The collie is rarely on a leash. The 
cocker spaniel is always on one. 

One day at school I read a short story about a dog. Then 
wc began to talk about dogs in general. I finally turned the 
conversation toward my own tsvo dogs. They asked ques- 
tions about them and finally one ^y asked about the 
leashes. Why was one dog on the leash all the time and why 
didn't I keep the other dog tied, too ? 

“Well,” I said, “dogs and people are a great deal alike. 
Some dogs can be untied because they know hotv to use 
their freedom. They do not dig holes, break people's Sowers, 
run away, or go out into the street. They act like well- 
trained dogs. When taken for a walk they stay with you. 
When in the yard they play quitdy with a toy or take a nap 
or walk around. Flufiy is that kind of a dog. Unfortunately, 
poor Duchess is nK. She would run away, ruin lawns, or 
chase automc^iles, if she were free. I love her and so for her 
own good I keep her chained. It makes me unhappy to have 
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to be so harsh with her, but until she learns how to use her 
freedom she will have to remain tied. 

“People arc like that, too. Some people steal and they go 
to jail. Some people arc mean to others and find that no one 
wants to be near them. Other people arc happy and kind. 
They make good fathers and mothers and tlicy have many 
friends. 

“You too arc like that. I do not have any favorites in my 
class. I do allow some of you more liberty than I do others. 
Just remember Fluffy and Duchess. If you arc like Duchess 
then I always say no when you want to do something. K 
you arc like Fluffy, I give you the chance to use your extra 
time as you want to use it. All you well-trained boys and 
girls have to do is the work I have assigned and do it neatly 
and carefully. After that, like Fluffy, your time is your own 
because you know how to use that time in the right way.” 

Did they understand it? Of course they did. You can al- 
ways tell my second year children from my first. This was a 
character building lesson. It took a half hour with story and 
discussion, but it paid dividends in personality development. 
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I ctANcEo down the columm of dcski right after my class 
had seated themselves noisily and looked at me as if to ask: 
"What do we do today?" 

It did not take me nearly as long to think what I am now 
going to write here as it did to write it. I wanted to sec 
these youngsters as might one who never sees them, as well 
as the way 1 always see them. In spite of my dislike of 
formulae, I found I must work out some form to show what 
I wished- Let’s begin with Carol, since she is the newest giil- 
Her cold record would read something like this: 

Card B., eight years of age, LQ, yg, blond, chubby, good 
appearance, more or less self-reliant, Vossibly capable of 
learning the simplest social adjustments- 

I have but to look at the record, even after I have improved 
it in my mind, to lose faith in many of our institutions- 1 see 
in Carol, whose smile is tremulous and warm, though her 
brows often furrosv as if thought were difScult and she wilts 
as ^ thinking tired her, the “vegetable" some medical man 
characterized her. She would, he insbted, only occupy space. 
She would never go to public school Her state was hopeless. 
She would go through a long life or a short one— and the 
implication was that it would be better for all concerned if 
it were short — without having more than the foggiest notion 
40 
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that she lived. How easily, but for the faith of Carol’s 
mother, that prognosis could have seemed correct Carol 
would have been lost. Carol’s fault? Not at all. That of some 
doctor who may, for all I know, have been well-meaning, 
who set her I.Q. at -47, How many around this country arc 
lost because we try to catalogue people? To mention just 
one thing about Carol: she reads better than George does, 
and his I.Q. is 89. Carol will never set the world on fire, but 
her small bright blaze will be a precious light on this earth 
to many. Moreover, she will grow up to pay taxes, not to live 
off taxes paid by others. 

Ned R., ten, LQ. 70, slight blond, underweight, large 
dar^ eyes, innately happy disposition, possible rehabilitation. 

Of course Ned’s rehabilitation is possible. What docs the 
record say? His I.Q. is set at 70. That means that he falls 
within the general grouping of the retarded. I must find 
what he docs best and develop that ability in such a way as 
to give him confidence in himself. One thing may handicap 
hk rehabilitation. It has to do with his appearance. I shall 
write a letter to his mother to tell her to contact me, and at 
that time we will discuss Ned and hk appearance. Thk will 
require tact. Ned docs not get a haircut as often as he should, 
possibly because haircuts cost money, even small-boy hm- 
cuts, and his parents may not earn much. It docs something 
to Ned when his hair k too long. He seems to feel that tt is 
a barmcr, shouting in some way to others: “Ned an t pt a 
haircut, he hasn’t the money; hk people arc j 

sweet, serious child is Ned. And how important that cnil 
has proved to be. Lost Carol, but for Ned’s work as rny 
“teacher’s helper,” might have remained lost. No, she would 
not have, but she would have been lost longer, while 
hunted the key that Ned found so quickly for me. 
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Robert G. is ten, LQ. 63 , nearly five feet three, overweight, 
slouchy, sprawly, pasty complexion, dull of face and of be~ 
havior, all reactions slosv, He^s lazy, uncaring. 

I do not have much to add to Robert, not just yet, but he 
is one of those with whom I labor the hardest, if I can be 
said to work harder for one than another- Robert seems to 
hear nothing, see nothing. He sits under rather than at his 
desk, Somehmes nothing but his eyes move; sometimes only 
his right hand. He spends the liours, oblivious to all else, 
looking out the window at the w’orld he, according to the 
record, wUl nc\’er grasp. What can I do with this boy? I am 
pondering over him. He responds to little. He docs not feel 
it when I put a hand on his shoulder, just to let him know 
that there arc others around him, others who recognize him. 
He doodles. He doodles birds, triangles, trees, rectangles, 
squares. He doodles everything he secs, and he doodles quite 
accurately. Knowing this, 1 know what would happen to 
him in any class save one like mine: he would be taught to 
use his hands, not his brains, 

John ten, untidy, l.Q. 5 S, sullen, incorrigible, rebellious, 
cruel, brunet, noisy, dull. 

I agree with the record that John is ten and brunet. I agree 
that his established I.Q. is 58. 1 disagree with almost all else, 
including that John is noisy. I wish he were noisier, more 
boy. But of one thing 1 am sure, as the semester swings into 
action, he is not dull. Every minute of the day, most days, if 
I happen to look at him, he seems dulL But he cannot he- 1 
have seen hb deep^sunken eyes light up until they were 
glorious. Why? because of what? 1 call him Johnny, 
friendly, congenial, not John, serious, remote, formal. I 
undentand John, I am close to reaching him. If he can 
create only a sli|^ily larger blaze in the world than Carol, 
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he will have justified himself. My task is to help him to that 
self-justification. He senses that I can do that, when I call 
him Johnny. 

Peter 7., nine, LQ. 67 , dropped from three schools. Sadis- 
tic tendencies. Tmsts arms. Crttel. 

How hideous it looks, the filing case approach to a human 
being. I cannot accept it, will not. Peter is not to be con- 
demned but helped. 1 am going to help him. I have noted 
one thing about Peter which I believe to be a key, if not the 
key. He yearns to be somebody. He docs not want to be on 
relief like his father. Peter knows he is handicapped, or feels 
that he is. Both parents have hammered this home to him. 
Schoolmates have jeered, even as Peter twisted their arms 
behind them. Girls have screamed “dope, dope, dope” at 
him, even while he twisted their braids. To him all girls 
were snarling, spitting cats. But Peter is ambitious, and 
sadism is his weapon, the vehicle with which he surmounts 
obstacles. He shall be a member of the scliool patrol as soon 
as I can trust him to trust himself. His natural curiosity as- 
sures me that eventually he will read well, and do other 
academic tasks. Peter can be dangerous or economicilly 
and spiritually valuable. At this point he may travel either 
way; it is up to me. 

Paul 2V., thirteen, I. Q. 83 , newsboy, counts to ten. Indiffer- 
ent. Father on relief, regards father as successful. Writes oum 
name, no more', father likewise. Believes himself wise. Prog- 
nosis: useless. 

I am not going to say too much about Paul here, for a bit 
later I will write an entire chapter about him. But I will say 
this: iliough Paul’s l.Q. is 83, I have listened to many boys 
and girls in average normal classes, who were not hb men- 
tal equals, Paul has something. He also has, besides a re- 
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tardcd mentality, the feeling that the world owes him a 

living. 

}ane K., ten. IQ. 6o, brunette, onertceigkt, unruled, 
goodnatured , continually eating, incurious, without ambi^ 
tion. 

Mary L., twelve, LQ. Sp, fearful, hypertense, slackr 
mouthed, tantrums, quarrelsome, rebellious, refuses to learn. 

feanne A,, seven, I.Q. 59 , beautiful brunette, aware of iV, 
lined ucable. 

One comment on Jeanne; she now reads as readily as any- 
one else in the class. 

George Q., twelve, l.Q. 8g. Super-extrovert. Already 
\nows more than anybody can teach him. Doesn't read, 
write, pnnt, unable to count. Loud, quarrelsome. 

George is no real problem, sharing the highest l.Q- in the 
class with Mary L. IE he had come to me four years ago, his 
rehabilitation would have been simple- It still is, though 
more time will be needed. But just look at the record, vrfth- 
out seeing George, and what could you hope for? Your first 
reaction is that George needs to be taken down a peg. When 
George came to me the world had been taking him downi 
peg after peg, for twelve years. But he had fought the world 
at every peg. 

Theodore M., nine, LQ. 6y, blond, five feet one, tantrums. 
You have met Ted. 

Bette 2V., seven. LQ. yi. 

What Could be more unrcvealing than that? Bette, to me, 
is one of the most beautiful children who ever came to my 
class. There is a shine about her that even the l.Q, 51 cannot 
take from her. But so far I know little else about her. I know 
I can watch her to our mutual profit. 
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William F., fourteen, LQ. US, incorrigible, tineducable, re- 
fusing to learn, possibly dangerous. 

I agree with the record in just one thing: William F. is 
fourteen years old, should have come to me six years ago. 
When he leaves me he will have negated every item in his 
record. 

Philip L, eleven, underdeveloped physically. IQ. 66, severe 
introvert, fearful even to spea^. 

Leave it like that, but for this: Philip loves good, clean 
clothes, whicli he wears immaculately. 

Edith Z., thirteen, l.Q. 86 completely anti-soaal 
Nol No! . 

Harriet D., nine, l.Q. 72 , nervous, unable to stt sUU, gos- 
sipy, liar, troublemaker, indifferent to learning. 

No one is indifferent to learning. Tire appearance of m- 
diffcrcncc itself negates the charge, or poses a challenge to 
the educator, And I do not like to regard myself as an u- 
cator; it smacks too much of files, foibles, formulae, routine, 
hours, schooldays, semesters, I.Q.’s. I am a teacher, yes, ut 
I am also a co-lcarncr, a co-helper, whose task is to he p e 
slow to find that of themselves which only seems to have 


been left ouL 

Gudrun C„ttvelve,I.Q.8o,narcistus. ^ 

A brief record indeed, but contains in it "'hich m unusua 
with records— an obvious key to Gudrun’s rehabilitation. 
Naomi E.. age fifteen, l.Q. 57- hearing. 


complete personal withdrawal. 

Again the key is in the record. 

It is almost impossible to translate records into children. 
Taken from the cold-blooded aspect of case histones m a 
filing cabinet, it might seem iliat there is not a promising 
future for these children. Teachers who make such an 
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assumption cannot hope to do the apparently impossible. We 
must read within each case history the story of cacii child at 
a glance, and detea the possible key that frees that child and 
starts him toward educational and social adjustment. The 
key is almost alw’ays there, obtainable from the recorded 
findings of the school psychologist. 
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I CANNOT pour retarded children into a funnel of formula 
and catch them normal from the little end. There are many 
books about the education of the slow learner. I have written 
one myself. This may be called such a book though that is 
not my intent. I believe that the best thing to do to escape 
routine with the retarded is to take, as grist to the mill, 
everything that comes to hand. 

Take visitors. . . . 

Some visitors arc parents, and these arc too close to one 
child or more to set an example, though whatever happens 
when a visitor-parent arrives is always discussed after the 
parent leaves. I never encourage a child to criticize any adult 
— however much I may feel that the adult merits criticism. 
I do encourage slow learners to engage in the only criticism 
I believe to be constructive in any person: self-criticism, or 
self-analysis. 

Vbitors to my class arc never curiosity seekers; they arc 
always in some way interested. If such a visitor arrives with 
a chip on his shoulder— the “chip” being a superior attitude, 
or an over-sympathetic one, or a “down-talking” one— the 
slowest of my retarded group are instantly aware of the 
fact. The sensitivity of the retarded child is much greater 
than even most parents and teachers of the retarded believe. 

47 
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I discourage any visitor I know — if I can find out before- 
hand — who arrives with the idea of "doing something for 
the poor dears,” My "dears” arc not poor, and merit conde- 
scension from nobody. 

Recently an interested visitor entered the classroom un- 
expectedly. He had visited before, a time or nvo, and had 
moved about among the children as if he were one of them, 
I encouraged this, because if he had sat and talked with me, 
or spent most of liis time sitting beside me, up front, the re- 
action of the children would have been unfortunate. Men, 
women, children, all like attention, all yearn for it. No 
human being can truthfully say that he is indifferent to 
others’ opinions of him, though most people heed conven- 
tion and hide their urge for recognition, praise perhaps, or 
open applause, behind an attitude of indifference. The re- 
tarded child beks this ability to dissemble. He wishes to be 
seen as well as to see^ If there is a visitor beside me, hands 
arc constantly being raised, boys and/or girls come fom'ard 
for a closer look, or to show something written, to volunteer 
to read, to show a drawing, or for some reason that attracts 
to them the attention of the visitor. The retarded arc not 
Afferent at all in. this respea; they simply do not know how 
to be dishonest about it. They ^ow how they feel, what 
they desire. 

Our masculine visitor had come to look at certain draw- 
ings. Since he had visited before, the children knew him, 
smiled at him, made him welcome. Some came forward on 
their own to shake hands with him ; one or two associated 
him so closely with teacher, whom they hug, that they 
hugged the visitor alsa He regarded such a welcome, nat- 
urally, as a compliment, and so it was, 

I had written a number of simple sententss on the black- 
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board. There were but two non -readers in the class at the 
time. All of the class, except Carol, at home with a cold, 
were present. I told all of the children to put their books in 
their desks. They did it, noisily. Some were slow. I instructed 
them to produce their word builders, contained in cardboard 
boxes. A word builder is a durable piece of cardboard with a 
capital letter on one side, the lower case letter on the other 
side. Each box is supposed to contain, to allow for the in- 
evitable misplacements, several small cards of each letter. 
When I tell the class to piece together, on their desks, the 
words I have written on the blackboard, they must sort out 
tile proper letters. 

“The first one finished correctly” I said, “can play hb 
own selection on tlie phonograph.” 

There is a phonograph in the classroom, and playing it is 
considered a treat. I never allow it to be played merely to 
pass the time. I never do, or allow to be done, anything dur- 
ing class hours, just to pass the time. Minutes a visitor might 
think arc wasted are actually minutes in which I am striv- 
ing, in every conceivable way, to reach individuals and class. 

Two boys and a girl finished the chosen sentence so 
closely together it was difficult to make sure which had been 
first. I chose the one I had felt was first. 

Instantly the other two objected. They had, they insisted, 
both been watching the boy I said had won, and both had 
finished while he w'as still hunting the last letter. The argu- 
ment became heated. Heated arguments arc common and 
I do not discourage them, so long as they only approach, but 
never pass, the point where argument, motion, sound, be- 
come disorder. The visitor, even a vbidng teacher with ex- 
perience with the retarded, may think sometimes that my 
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class is unusually noisy, but this is only comparatively so. I 
Icam most about my pupils when their feelings arc most 
deeply touched. 

I adhered to my decision, hut did not halt the argument- 
I intended to make use of it after our "visitor had left- One 
unusual thing took place:, just prior to the argument. Peter, 
without permission, quilted his place and moved from desk 
to desk, helping the slowest learners. They would, in the 
end, find all the letters — not all the capitals and lower case 
in the proper places, but there was no chance that any of 
them could win in Sfitc of ihrir steady prodding. I would 
have sent Peter back to his desk had I not noted one thing: 
this lad who had first twisted arms behind backs of boys, 
twisted braids of girls, haJ actually started helping people 
jJotrer than himself. His motive may have been to show off 
for the visitor. His motive may have been anything but that. 
I chose to bclics'c that he wished to help others. I would find 
out the proper motive later; for whatever his motive, the 
result was good. I knew that, when those whom he helped 
looked at him first with surprise, then with open apprecia- 
tion. 

After our visitor left, I opened a rTass discussion this way: 

“Now, what kind of an impTcssion do you think we made 
on our visitor, both as a class and as pupils? I’m not going 
to say. I want you to say.” 

I waited. They were accustomed to new approaches from 
one w’as highly experimenta]. I wished to direct 
attention to personal behavior. 

Iijvasn t very nice of us to argue," said John, the untidy 
boy. I dunk he must have thought wc were quarrelsome.” 

1 w^aited for someone else to take it up. 
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“I don’t think teacher made a fair choice," said another. 
“If she had there wouldn’t have been an argument." 

“You shouldn’t say that, even if you believe it," said a girl, 
taking ray part “If teacher had given in, to keep the visitor 
from hearing the argument, we’d try to make her give in all 
the time, even when we’re wrong." 

Now that, I thought, was not at all bad for fane, ten, I.Q. 
60. The words may not be exactly hers, since I quote her 
from memory, but the whole idea is Jane’s. Still I waited. 
The children love discussions like this, if they seem to be 
going anywhere, 

“It wasn’t very polite to disagree vvith the teacher in front 
of the visitor," said Robert G., ten, 63. One scarcely needs to 
comment on Robert’s perception, even though he was just 
making use of somctliing he had heard. His words indicated 
a social awareness I found gratifying. 

“Peter,” said Naomi E., fifteen, I.Q. 57, whose natural 
policy was always one of complete withdrawal, “showed off 
too much. He knew he could find letters faster than others, 
and he wanted to make sure our visitor knew he was faster! 

Tltat was not only surprising, interesting, but highly dev- 
astating. Peter had become actively and loudly irritated 
over much less. The class knew it, went silent, looked at 
Peter to see how he would take it. Peter -was staring at 
Naomi, his own complete opposite. 

“You’re right," said Peter simply, “and I wish I could be 
sorry I do things like that. Even if I can’t be sorry, I wish I 
could hold myself in!" 

And how did the class take Peter’s humility, his strange 
regret? Tljc class broke into applause, and only Peter seemed 
not to know why. 
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When the discussion ended I had but one regret: that our 
visitor had not stayed to hear every word of it. But then, he 
already knew that so-called retarded minds were good 
minds; good, but slow; and maybe not nearly as slow as 
average normal people might take for granted. 
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Manv educators hold that the retarded diild can be taught 
to use his hands, but little else. I am sure that any child able 
to work with his hands can use his brain. He can also be 
taught to read. The child who docs not read loses most of 
the value of our modern world. It is criminal to train hands 
at the c.xpcnsc of brains. It is criminal, just because the teach- 
ing calif for care, understanding, love, and aiiplication, not 
to teach the child to read, even if he remains in primers for 
for a year or two beyond the average. Words arc keys to 
living. 

An illiterate diild within reach of any school, who has at- 
tended school, is inexcusable, and who ever is responsible 
merits utter condemnation. Most children above an I.Q. of 
50 can learn to read. It rcc]uircs work, dedicated svork, than 
which there is nothing more rewarding. 

In my class the emphasis is placed on academics. I also 
tcadi some carpentering, sewing, and sveaving, but 
tach tlicsc in an art i>criod four times a week. Maimal art 
docs not become the main objective in my class. It has a 
certain ilicrapcutic s-aluc, 1 believe, but 1 give it tn si^n 
quantities for good academic work or for good 
we use mostly scrap materials my complete lumber bill it 
less than $12 a year. My sewing and weaving roafcrials 
^3 
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average Iks SIO. The only other rpeeUl 
quire are Shatv finger paint, Shaw ^ 

bookbinding tape, and cardboard. Even for the latl 
arc usually able to get old posters used by the jumor and 
senior high. I use these last items and 

library books with material original with the class an 
self. The art supplies given to the regular 
supplied to my class. Thus my special needs ^over a^t 
S25 a year. Here the big expense of special class 
eliminated and the emphasis is placed first on incntal, p y - 
ical and social rehabilitation, second on academic wo , 
then on aafts. Almost nothing, in the way of equipment, 
can be found in my classroom that cannot be found m a 
normal classroom at the same levels. (Remember, however 
that I now teach clrildren under eleven.) I cannot tea 
pupils not to waste taxpayers’ money by svastuig it mys • 

bfy techniques have, definitely, their practical commeraai 
side. I w'ant my pupils, every' one, to make their own way, 


never to be indigent. 

The program begins with reading- I cannot repeat tna 
too often- For reading is the master key — to other acadermc 
subjects, and to life. By speech w'c communicate with a 
restricted few, with one another, in a small orbit. By rca 
ing we reach the world. 

The class draws things, with colored crayons. I ^ 
the paper. It is not expensive paper. It costs no more than 
paper used in normal classes. 

Most teachers encourage pupils to cover each sheet w'lm 
whatever they draw, I do not. I reserve a srxull corner for 
my OW'D use. That corner is the key by which I hope to open 
the door of the small artist It b also the key, and the key'- 



Keys in Small Corners 

hole, by which the artist opens the door of the world to clTi- 
cient living at whatever his level may prove to be. 

Let’s take Bette R, seven, l.Q. 51; William F., fourteen, 
I.Q. 88; Harriet D., nine, l.Q. 72; Gudrun C., twelve, l.Q. 
80. Do not try to remember those cold records; just remem- 
ber the only importance, the children themselves. 

Bette is new, an unknown quantity, l.Q. just high enough 
to send her to public school, and to my class. She is a non- 
reader. But like every child she enjoys working with colored 
crayons. She draws things. Their roughness is natural, but 
she strives to make them look like things she has noticed. 
Before she begins, I call Bette to me. With two lines I cut 
off a comer of the sheet on which she will draw. In it I 
print the word which I intend to be all-important, for die 
time being, to Bette; the word is “Bette.” I print it slowly, 
carefully. 

“This is your name, darling,” I tell her. “See how I draw 
it? It has five letters, the same number of fingers and thumb 
you have on one hand. Spell it after me: B , . . e . . . t . . . 
t . . . c,” 

Sometimes Bette, conscious of her lacks, docs not try to 
follow me. Usually, she docs. ^ 

“Well try to remember what it looks like, won t we, 
Bette?” I ask her. 

“Yes,” says Bette, 

"Now don’t run any color into this square I ve made. See 
this shaiK? The two lines I drew, and the tsvo edges or c 
paper. They form a square. You draw in all the r«t of the 
sheet, but not in the square. You leave that, so when your 
drawing is pinned on the wall, where everybody can see >t, 
everybody will know that Bette drew it.” 
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‘•If diey can read, they can,” amends Bette. “I can't I can t 

what did I tell you these five letters were? 

“Scrc,Tou^s«? 

^°A liX"c " -m^ tt find 

urded child. It is a monumental problem 

a beginning. One thing Bette does, I nonce 

filled the rest of her sheet with smears of color-combine 

smears which may or may not have the shape 

she disobeys me, in a way. She does not 

into the square I made, no. She pencils someth g . 

tongue outthrust in token of concentration she tries to dr 

*e U„cr. ot her =.< nearly as po^Mc “ I/''" 

The key I have found may not be an exact fit, but it wn 

open at least the outer door. wall 

Moreover, when Bette’s drawing is pinned * ’ 

Bette herself can find it. Her classmates look over the draw- 
ings, and she hears llicm murmur her name. She beams 
is proud; she would beam and be proud if her l.Q. were 
or even lower, though how much lower I fear to say. 

I reserve a corner for myself on William’s sheet, in wruc 
I write; “See the boy. He is on the wall. His name is ‘ 


liam. . T 

Now, William knows hb own name when he secs it. 
fact he can read a little; he can read what I have wntten on 
his sheet. It is important that I do not forget that, 
is a kind of savage. 1 am going to use his incorrigibility tor 
his rehabilitation. In every way I play on that theme. 

“Now, William,” I say, “draw a boy. He is on top w a 
wall, high above everybody else. His name is William. > » * 
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liam, you can sec, likes to be above everybody else, so he can 
look down on them. And, William, if you do a good job, a 
good enough job, your drawing will be pinned on the wall 
where everybody will hjioiv you’ve done a good job." 

"What colors do I use?" asks William, much interested, 
because this job has been given a personal touch. William 
makes a concession, asking me what colors to use. If I volun- 
teered and told him first, he would rebel, possibly argue; 
even if he docs not believe inside him that he knows best, he 
assumes the attitude. 

"Use your own good judgment, William," I say. “Your 
drawing should look like a boy, the wall like a wall, and 
William . . . 

“Like me?" grins William. 

“You can try hard, anyway 1” 

How utterly simple it appears, svhen seen thus, in print; 
but in actual practice it is not simple. The teacher must find 
her own way into the spirit of each child. If she docs not 
find the key she loses the child, or the cliild, already lost, is 
never found. 

Every child has an assignment. I talk briefly with each 
child before drawing starts. Then I print a few words which 
tell a simple story, a different story for each ^ild, more 
complicated for the more advanced, tell each child to leave 
my corner open. Then, the children simply illustrate what 
I have written. 

Where this is not done, in drawing alone, few slow chil- 
dren arc imaginative or inventive. They copy. No special 
thought, save in the mixing or use of crayons, and composi- 
tion, enters into the drawing, . 

When I print something, however, die child must think, 
ever so little, to make his drawing fit what I have printed. 
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And there, all during the drawing, he secs what I have 
printed. Seeing words makes words the seer’s own, given 
time and opportunity. Eventually I change from printing 
to script, as the child learns. 

In a week I make sure that every child has seen every 
letter in the alphabet, both capitals and small letters, 1 make 
sure that wonfr found in primers and readers appear in the 
corners I have reserved for myself. 

The space above my blackboards is filled with drawings. 
Every child is eager, even William, to sec his work up there, 
where everybody else can see it. He strives to make sure it 
reaches such eminence, 

Bette masters her name and its five letters. 

William discovers, to some extent, that it is a good thing 
to stand high on a wall, if he has reached it hy his own 
efforts — by a good drawing, let us say — and is subtly urged 
to better his next drawing. 

I do not lose those drawings. I leave them on the wall, 
however, only until I am sure that every pupil has done bet- 
ter, has made progress, both in drawing and reading, in 
printing or writing. I collect each pupil’s drawing, as soon as 
there is another to compare with it, and study both care- 
fully for evidence of progress. Not even the pupil himself, or 
herself, is more hcartwarmingly delighted than I am when 
progress is clearly shown, 

Then, each pupil and I study that pupil’s work, and share 
our discovery that he or she has made progress. I do not 
need to be shown that 1, too, have made progress. 

Not all of the keys are drawings. 

I write sentences on the blackboard. 1 transfer them to 
bulletin boards, I require pupils to copy them. The best 
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copyists find their work also pinned to the space above the 
blackboard. 

Nothing pleases children more than for other children to 
take note o£ drawings and printings or writings, and when 
visitors show interest ... 1 

There arc many ways in which, socially, children can 
show their adequacy. Whenever one shows progress in aiqr 
direction, even one that has never been a matter o£ reewd, 
the fact is written on the blackboard for all to sec, like this: 

FOR GOOD MANNERS 

Gudrun**** 

Bette** 


William* , 

Human beings reach for the stars, even small stars on c 
blackboard in an obscure public school. Having attain 
one star, human beings yearn for others. Slow learners arc 

the most human oE human beings. 

My keys, I realize, are but glirapsM. But if, m the course 
of tliis writing, I give you enough glimpses, like the p ont>- 
graph records in the next chapter, for example, you begin 
to get a fairly complete picture. If you arc interested, as a 
parent, teacher, or observer, in slow learners, my g impsc 
will give you a glimmer of a complete picture. Bear in 
that one picture is only remotely like ano*er, espcaally if 
die images arc slow children, every one of whom mus 
reached as an individual. 

The task is fascinating. It is rewarding. 

It is dedicated ministry. . , , • c ...-i:..* 

It is “family” in a way diat too few blood-rdativc faTOli« 
appreciate. They must be inspired to appf«iate it i 
to rehabilitate more small slow ones, before they become 


big, lumbering, indigent slow ones. 
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Alertness is necessary, for the retarded themselves arc alert. 

If they arc alert to snubs and slights, one loses them. If they 
arc alert to progress — ^vvhich few will be by themselves — 
they prove themselves. They emerge slowly, cautiously, but 
they emerge. They never cease to surprise, and sometimes 
startle, me. They always interest me. 

Edith 2^ “tHrtcen, I.Q. 86, completely and-^social,” de- 
parted from character. Sooner or later every slow child docs. 
Each one of them awaits the opportunity to depart. Watch 
and wait for the departure, and catch your “Iamb.” Or the 
“bmb,” with encouragement and understanding, catches it- 
self. 

Edith, who did not like anybody and did not want any- 
body to like her — she said so if given an opportunity — 
brought me a number of victrola records. 

“Might as well bring ’em here,” said Edith, “as throw 
them out with the trash 1” 

She was trying to say that bringing the records to the class 
was the same as throwing them in the trash. One might 
chink that sort of comment a large bit of cerebration for a 
retarded child, but I have found that even the severely re- 
tarded sometimes make comments that would make a 
genius’ mouth fall slackly open. A genius, by the svay, will ^ 
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often make comments that make the retarded regard him as 
a "dope.” 

I studied Editli as she compared the schoolroom into 
which she had been inducted to "trash." 

“Do you really tliink that, Edith?" I asked softly. 

She tossed her head. “I do," she said. But I did not hwr 
the words, not really. I saw the tears at the corners of hw 
eyes. There was some other reason why she had broug t e 
records, , , 

“What am I to do with them?" I asked. She inust have 
had some idea, else she would not have brought 
“I heard the kids say they wished the old Victrola here 
worked, or that there were some new records. 

“But you don’t care what the kids say! 

“Nol” she said explosively. "But there arc words on the 
records; maybe the kids ought to learn them. 

I would have thought of that — maybe. And it wm a g 
idea. Some of the words of the titles were longer than even 
the most advanced of my pupils knew. But they were 
known titles. Possibly the cliildrcn had heard the tit cs on 
radio, television, other media of popular music, y pup* ® 
could piece titles together and guess— then confirm— w a 
the long words were. . , , l j r ..r. 

I look the records to a desk near the blatibmr • ^ 

through the records in order, setting down ^ 

on the board. Behind me the class was silent, I . 

records to my desk and then deliberately disiurang cir 

order, so that it would not be the same as it was on 
blackboard. I spoke to the class. _ 

“Edith," I said, "has brought something very useful. Kcc- 
ords we can play on our Victrola — If the Victrola wor 
“It works," said Peter. "I fixed it yesterday. 
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Nobody heard him except myself. The class was studying 
Edith with new interest. Never before had she offered to do 
anything for anybody, or seemed to care what I felt about 
her — ^what anybody felt about her. After a long thoughtful 
moment — and moments can become almost pamfully 
thoughtful with the slow — the class applauded. Edith, the 
"anti'Sociar* one, was close to tears. She was proudly em- 
barrassed by unaccustomed attention, 

“WeVe going to use the records in our studies,” I told the 
class, "First, I'm going to allow some one of you, the first 
one who believes he can read the titles, to go to the board, 
indicate a title, read it to the class. Then, he’ll go to my desk, 
find the record of that title, take it to the Victrola and play 
ir. While it is being played, the rest of you will work out 
the title, Oft your desk, svith your svord builders. The first to 
finish gets to select the next title to be played, and will play 
it when he has found the record among the records on my 
desk. If no one finishes the title with the word builders, the 
boy or girl who is playing the first title plays it again,” 

That was a rather lengthy bit of instruction, but the class 
grasped it One thing I would like to make clear, I never 
talk down to any child. And I always talk to the chron- 
ological age of the individual— as an individual, not as a 
member of the class — rather than to his mental age. He may 
not completely understand me when I talk to his chron- 
ological age, but he understands enough to make an accurate 
guess; and he always knows, and always resents, if be h 
“talked down” to. 

“Since^ Edith brought the records,” I went on, before she 
could cringe from her new responsibility, “she will correct 
anyone who doesn’t read the titles correctly. And, if asked, 
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she will help find the corresponding tides among the records 
she brought to us.” 

Edith was mucli pleased. More and more she was being 
withdrawn from her withdrawal from society, as represented 
by her schoolmates. And she was enjoying it. It made her 
blush, and show rears, but a happy blush, and pleased tears. 

She smiled tremulously, ready and eager to assume her 
temporary responsibility toward her fellow pupils. 

Peter was eager to stan. He always insisted on being first. 
William — one never could be sure about William, All faces 
were eager as lips moved to spell out titles. Hands shot for- 
ward, fingers snapped for attention. They knew I disre- 
garded the finger-snappers. One boy almost turned his back, 
the back of his head held in his palm, his elbow slouched on 
his desk. Paul, the untidy. 

Paul hated, or affected to hate, the word builders. He felt 
he could read without them. 

“Paul,” I said, “suppose you make the first choice.” 

He whirled, his face a mask of outrage. He had not asked 
to be considered in lliis new technique of words. I could see 
his mind work. He was about to call out: “I didn’t hold up 
my handl” when it occurred to him that the other pupils 
might diink he was somehow afraid. Then the second idea 
came to him. If he played the Victrola while the others built 
words, he would not have to build words himself. 

Paul went proudly to the blackboard. What if he did not 
read the title of his choice correctly? There was Edith to 
correct him; he would not be corrected by the teacher, in 
front of everybody. 

He made his selection. He read it correctly. Edith did not 
correct him. Nor did I. Nobody did. Paul was amazed— and 
delighted. He almost ran to my desk. He worked through 
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the pile of records, glancing at the titles. I offered no help. 
He did not call on Edith. I held my breath. If he picked the 
wrong record— and there were more wrong than right ones 
—most of the class would know it when the Victrola started 
playing. If they laughed at him . . . 

But Paul could endure laughter, though not from me, or 
any adult— or any pupil from any other room where myste- 
riously superior boys and girls were found. 

Other pupils scarcely gave a thought to the matter. They 
were busy with their word builders, each trying to be first. 
The first to finish would turn to me and hold up hb hand, 
her hand. 

The Victrola began playing. Paul had picked the correct 
tide. 

The music swelled in the classroom. Paul walked to me 
and said: 

“You, see? I did it right. I don’t need those silly old word 
builders.” 

“Maybe not,” I partially agreed with him, “but several of 
the others do need them. Why don’t you, while the music 
pbys, go help some of the others to spell out the title of your 
favorite piece of music?” 

Paul grinned. 

“Most of them,” he said, “already have help!” 

It was true. Edith and Peter had both finished their word- 
building job. Nrithcr had held up a hand. Edith, of course, 
did not particularly care to choose titles she was dbeardmg 
from her home, but Peter . . . 

Peter was deliberately vacating hb right to be first — after 
Paul. Peter, the sadist, was showing new facets of character, 
giving others a chance — as he had given none a chance when 
he had first come to class. 
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Bette, of course, could not do much of anything with the 
word builder. Peter squeezed into the seat with her, became 
her “teacher.” Bette looked up at him, wide-eyed — as site had 
probably never before looked at any one, adult or child. She 
beamed. Peter affected not to notice, but his awareness was 
as transparent as cellophane. 

Records— of a kind— had their uses after all. 
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Symbol of the Stairs 

My CLASSRCX3M is on the third floor. The gymnasium is in the 
basement. Even “Mrs. Smith’s Class” has a gym period. It is 
not long, for slow attentions arc not firmly held. Just out- 
side my door, and to the right along a rather gloomy hall, 
opposite my door, is the balcony of the auditorium. One 
caters the balcony from its top and looks down two floors to 
the stage. By a trick of vision the stage seems to lean for- 
ward, and to be closer to the balcony than it is. One must 
see it from below for proper perspective. The auditorium, or 
theater, is an awesome place when there is no one in any of 
the scats. I have often sat alone in the darkened balcony, 
listening to the whispers. And often I have encountered one 
or more of my pupils there, separated from each other by 
many scats; I wondered what their imaginations heard 
among the whispers. 

Most of them find it easy to move into the balcony and 
just sit with dreams. Some of them like to sit behind the 
classroom windows and look out at the laundered skies, or 
the marcs’ tails of storm, or the leaves of autumn. 

I have often wondered if they comprehend the symbolism 
I have found here, and have found so useful. 

Take gym period. . . . 

I can conduct my small class down to the gym. At first I 
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do that. We traverse the hall, with the yawning black pit of 
the theater on our left, the two entrances like mouths with 
the upper lips bitten off. Our small feet— I am not very big 
myself— beat out a timid tattoo on the tiles. The feet of the 
normal strike tiic floor with tremendous confidence; their 
owners have no fear of others’ glances and frowns. They 
know themselves, in their fearless world — or think they do, 
which amounts to the same thing — and that is what I wish 
for my slow ones to think. There arc three flights of stairs. 
There arc seldom lights on in the basement. Save for the 
lights we turn on in the gym, the basement is dark— as dark 
as the world of the unrehabilitaicd slow. My imagination 
can picture the darkness as teeming with terrors; 1 can 
fancy what the retarded may see in the shadows. 

Jt is from just such shadows most of them have fled even 
before, at their youngest, they come to me, 

I begin at once to choose from among them, boys or girls 
who show something of leadership. I seldom find either a 
boy or girl who is not eager to lead. And the eager to lead 
can be led, or taught to lead themselves. 

“I want some boy who is sure he can form the class in 
column, keep them in column, and take them down to the 
gym while I just watch. I want that boy to decide what 
game is to be played, and be able to tell the others how to 
play it. Who’d like to try ?” 

They often surprise me. The slowest, the seemingly 
slowest, show self-confidence. I am aware, though, that if 
all the class save the volunteer were normal, this boy or girl 
svould not volunteer. He has no fear of leading hjs own 
level of intelligence. And that, for me, is good enough. My 
job is to raise the level at which he feels confidence. 

And while I am finding boys and girls ready to lead, I am 
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finding something else: boys and girb capable of semng on 
the school patrol, which signals children across the streets at 
dangerous comers. 

“You’ll all get a chance,” I tell the class. “If you’re not 
chosen now, or arc timid about trying now, pu’ll be chosen 
later, or will feel better about tr)'ing after you’ve n-atebed a 
bit hosv it goes.” 

They all look interested. 

“And every one of you has a chance to be a member of 
the school patrol, and n-car one of those white belts with the 
broad white strap across your front and back. You know 
how nice it looks.” 

If this looks like shameless catering to vanity, so be it. It 
works. It works with cs'ciybody. 

The first time I send my column of tall and short boys 
and girls, stumpy and fat boys and girls, sleek and untidy 
boys and girls, away from the classroom in an organized 
group, out and down through the yawning abyss of the 
cavern which is the school, with a new leader, 1 am a little 
afraid. But all I have to say to myself is, “O, ye of litdc 
faith,” and I know it will be all ri^t. Just the same, I feel 
that svay until thej’ have more practice, I follow along after, 
giving them rime to get out of sight, and enter the gym after 
they have taken their places. It is alw^ays a great relief to find 
them all accounted for, all having a good time. 

And they do have a good time. Usually what they enjoy 
most is throwing the basketball around. Tlicy have all seen 
big fast normal boys and girls make baskets. To make 
baskets is a sj^mbol of normalcy. So now the leader picks 
out a boy or girl, sets him or her apart from the others. 

“Catch the ball when 1 throw it- Then throw it into the 
basket.” 
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He does not add, “if you can.” He takes it for granted that 
the player can, as he hopes it will be taken, in his turn, that 
he can. He throws the ball high in the middle of the circle 
of players. The designated child runs fonvard and catches 
the ball. If he docs not catch it, the next designated tries. 
When one catches the ball, he tries for the basket. And when 
a basket is made the sounds from the serious-faced others is 
loud, enthusiastic, and prolonged, A listener, not in the 
gym, would think that a regular game was in progress, and 
that someone had worked a miracle of point-making. And 
someone has. And everybody else is pleased. 

When I first take my class to the gym I try to make sure 
that every child makes a basket before returning to the class- 
room. There should be no failures, even sudi small ones, 
for children wJjo expect to fail. And when they have suc- 
ceeded a few times they expect to succeed and therein is 
victory found. 

They do not run around much in the gym. They arc boys 
and girls, and boys can get rough without realizing it. And 
there is something else: as minds of the retarded arc not as 
lively as those of tlic normal, so the bodies arc not as lively, 
and it is not at all unusual, early in any game, especially if 
he or she has failed to make a basket, for one of the group 
to come to me, or to the leader, and say; 

“I don’t feel like playing. I’m tired.” 

I do not argue. The leader is told not to argue. I instantly 
agree that the player may sit down. I never apply pressure. 
Invariably, after a brief rest, the player returns of his own 
accord. What he thinks, I do not know. I only guess. Results 
iountf and we do get results. 

In order that my gym formation interfere as little as pos- 
sible with other activities of the school— a school so large 
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that many boys and girls arc almost alw’ays moving swiftly 
up or down the stairs — formation in column is maintained- 
To keep the children from stepping out of line, the leader 
calls out to boy or girl who docs--nsmIIy trying to take a 
shortcut on a stair bnding. The children arc obedient to 
their own. Each expects to be leader one day; each expects 
others, in his turn, to obey him. 

Very early in a new semester I find it unnecessary to lead 
my cl^s down to the g>'m- They find their way accuratclyi 
swifdy, confidently, right down to the basement, where Acy 
conduct their periods themselves. Bells often ring for van^ 
reasons throughout the school, so my class knows which 
bells mean it is time to return to the classroom. The}' seldom 
make mistakes. Too many of them arc eager to get back to 
their somcsvhac noisy studies. They all enjoy the importance, 
too, of remaining in formation just outside the door, while 
some, with verbal permission from the leader — who is m 
charge until he has returned them all to their scats— drop 
out to drink at the fountain behind the yawning pit of the 
theater. 

My pupils soon Icam all the ways about the school build- 
ing they need to know. They become confident that they 
know just where to go, alone or with others. The}’ delight in 
shosring visitors around. 

From the schoolroom to the school building, they enlarge 
their small horizons. Mothers sometimes bring their children 
who, having learned the school building, learn the school 
yard, then adjacent streets, then the way to and from their 
homes. When all have proved themselves capable of travel' 
ing, singly or in groups, between their homes and school, 
they have accomplished much. 

The stairs as a symbol becomes clear. The first step is to 
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help ehe child to find his way out of his own fearful dark- 
ness, into which the ignorant scorn of his fellows has sent 
him scurrying. 

The last step, of course, is the world outside school. But 
when the children have mastered — really mastered, not 
slipped and slid over— all tlic stairs, real and symbolic, 
whicli I have mentioned here, I have little fear of the out- 
side world for them, and they have little fear for themselves. 

Not just the stairs, not just records, not just drawing with 
corners bearing my printing, not just blackboards, bulletin 
boards, handcraft, constitute the simple tools of rehabilita- 
tion, but all of them together, and all new ones that come 
to hand. There arc sometimes enough, but there arc never 
too many. 

Nothing delights me as much as this kind of a remark 
from a visitor, and some variation of it is often made; 

“But I can’t tell the difference between these children and 
normal ones. How do you tell ?” 

Alas, there are ways to tell. There are, in fact, so many 
ways to tell that there are far too many ways in which the 
wisest of us can be dead wrong about the so-callcd “re- 
tarded" children. 

There are always stairs the retarded find difficult; stairs 
up and down which the norma! jump, slide, or run with 
thoughtless self-confidence. That, in the outside world, the 
normal sometimes find themselves on the payrolls of my 
erstwhile pupils does not alter the simple fact that the stairs 
can be difficult and discouraging. 
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Superiors Make or Break 


While I devote a special blue hour to my pupils, I devote 
many thankful hours to consideration of my superiors. A 
principal, I know from experience, can build or destroy by 
as little as a single word. Once, long ago, a principal told 
me this: 

‘Tou’rc witli me because I can’t help myself. I don’t bc- 
lics'e in special education. I think it is a waste of time.” 

I would like to be able to say that evcnlually I won him 
around to a feeling for the retarded ones who could 
not, as he bclics'cd, keep up with normal children if enough 
pressure were placed on them. I am able to say only that he 
found it possible to educate them, as the yearly tests proved. 
He never did like them in his schooL I did not argue with 
him. That is bad public relations. I never argue with my 
superiors for myself or my ideas. I set out to prove to this 
particular principal that special education was an oasis in the 
deserts of the world to the shy, withdrawn, retarded child. 
I let him sec for himself. The idea always remained distaste- 
ful to him. My children never lost their feeling of inferiority 
in that school 

For some years 1 have been blessed with principab who 
cither have had an earnest desire to help ever}' child in the 
school or have known the problems confronting the teacher 
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of the retard«I. Tiie latter have been men who have them- 
selves taught the retarded. Without understanding teachers, 
and principals who understand their problems and their 
pupils, the retarded arc lost indeed. This is true, of course, of 
the scMTallcd normal child, for all his greater inclination to 
fight for himself. It is more than true of the retarded child 
who secs all the world of people as dilTcrcni from himself. 

I began to sec my role differently after ray principals and 
other superiors showed me to myself, not only as they saw 
me, but as the pupils and their parents were bound to sec 
me. I was not a savior of the world; I w’as a servant of the 
slow of the world, and the slow might one day save the 
world. Certainly they would be saved to the world if I, and 
teachers like me, properly understood their roles. 

Some progressive educators have already taken the stand 
that teachers of special education will soon become, in effect, 
public relations officials and counselors— which requira 
some explanation. Teachers of normal classes, though closely 
associated with their pupils, arc not nearly as closely asso- 
ciated as arc teachers of spccbl classes, where the contact is 
personal for each and every cltild separately. And what I say 
to Carol, or George, or Sam, or Janet, and what I do to 
them, or with them, becomes of vital importance, not just to 
the pupils and me, but to my school and my community. 
Children have a way of picking examples to follow. The re- 
tarded arc even more prone to do this than the normal, /or 
they are closer, so close that they often regard their teachers 
as aunts, mothers, grandmothers, cousins, nieces— people 
who have been go^ to them, have understood them. And 
these children, who seek good examples, must find them in 
their ttackers. 



74 Teaching the Slow Learning Child 

I cannoi expect my girls to keep their hair combed if I do 

not. 1 -f T .t 

I cannot expect my boys and girls to dress neatly u 1 no 

I cannot expect ray boys and girls to write well, or read 
clearly, or print, or walk, or do anything properly, if I do 

I cannot expect my pupils to be truthful if I equivocate; 
and the retarded question falsehood as fast as do the normal, 
and find less excuse for it, even in their examples. 

I cannot expect abstemiousness in my pupils if I 
greedy. 

I cannot expect courtesy in my pupils if I lack courtesy. 

I cannot expect my pupils to be pleasant if I am shrewish, 
or lack consideration for others, any others. 

I may make mistakes, and prove myself human, as my 
pupils are, but I must not cover my mistakes with evasions; 

I must admit them, caution my pupils not to make the same 
errors, and try myself never again to make them. 

Neatness, like beauty, to which it is closely akin, is more 
than skin-deep; it is heart-and-soul deep; it is spirit deep- If 
I am only outwardly neat, my pupils become aware quickly, 
in strange intuitive ways, that underneath I am slovenly. 
Therefore my outward neatness must be sincere, and all the 
way in, or my pupils will know. Why? Because, possibly, I 
know, and knowledge makes me give myself away. I ex- 
plain neatness to my small ones, citing examples, from pick- 
ing up after themselves at school and at home, to brushing 
behind their teeth, where nobody except the visiting dentist 
at school ever looks. 

Once a retarded child begins to comprehend my objccdvo 
with him, he must have faith that, with me, he will obtain 
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those objectives — the principal of which is to fit him for 
some useful niche in society. 

It is clear, then, where I am a public relations official. It is 
clear that the measure of my success is what my pupils say 
of me at home, among their friends, and what their parents 
say of me to their friends. I must, though it be called "poli- 
tics” by the non-understanding, make sure that what is said 
of me is good. If it is not, my school also suffers. 

How am 1 a counselor ? 

This is part and parcel of the public relations task. What- 
ever I say to a retarded child that serves to advance him, even 
infinitesimally, is counseling. I do not have to be a psychi- 
atrist to know this, nor a psychologist, though it may help a 
great deal if I am both. But if I am not, my knowledge of 
people, my experience with children, must serve me in lieu 
of formal knowledge of psychiatry and psychology. 

I have said that parents arc always welcome in class. 
When they come they often ask me questions, 

"Why won’t George pick up his clothes at homei, he docs 
it here, for yott?” 

I must have an answer for the mother who asks me this 
kind of question. While I may serve as an example to a 
pupil, I am not an example to parents, nor should I c^'cr 
take the stand that I am. I do not tell a mother that if she 
behaves toward her child as I do, he will consider her as he 
considers me. No. For 1 am not the child’s mother, she is not 
the child’s teacher per sc. I try to tell her what I would do if 
I Were the mother. Happily I have a little experience in this, 
because I am a mother, though not of a retarded child. 

How different is a retarded child, really, from a normal 
child? Much less than is generally believed except by pro- 
gressive educators, among whom my principals for some 
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years now have been numbered. Not only have they, and 
their closer staff members, grasped the significance of special 
education, but they have taken care of the greatest task of 
all: integration of the retarded child into the school system 
as a child, not as a different child. They have been opposed 
to segregation in name, attitude, and fact. 

It is almost unheard of in ray school for a teacher to make 
this kind of remark; 

“John, if you don’t learn your lessons better. I’ll send you 
to join those dumbclls in Mrs. Smith’s class.” 

I have known tcachcn who have lacked understanding of 
the retarded child, have regarded him instead as rebellious, 
stubborn, mean. They have held our classes over the heads 
of rebellious or slon' normal children in exactly the fashion 
indicated. 

A remark like that above, on which many variations arc 
possible, can destroy the work of the special teacher because 
it starts normal children taking note of “differences,” in- 
spires tlicm to snobbbhncss, to adopt superior attitudes. It 
ncs'cr happens in my school, and I pray that it docs not hap- 
pen where any other special educators have their peculiarly 
personal problems. The finger of the normal child and adult 
is too often pointed at the slow child outside the school. 

Now I roust me a word of caution here. No teacher, no 
principal should cs'cr integrate the retarded child into a 
school in this fashion; 

“William is different, doesn’t learn very fast, and he is 
sensitive about it, so you must pay no attention to him. Treat 
him as you would a normal child. Pretend you sec no differ- 
ence in him!” 

Nobody can spot this kind of evasion quicker than the re- 
tarded child, for it is a peculiarity of hb slosvncss that be b 
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fast to spot insincerity. Even if he can not name it, has no 
words for it, he senses it, withdraws from it, and so negates 
the best efforts of teacher and principal. My principals have 
understood this better than I have. They themselves treat 
their pupils, normal and retarded, as nearly alihe as individ- 
uals themselves will permit; they require the same considera- 
tion from all members of their staffs. 

Occasionally I have reasons to leave my class unc-xpcct- 
cdly. When occasion demands, my principal, having himself 
taught the retarded, can, and willing))' docs, step into my 
shoes as if he belonged in them, Tlic children, knowing, 
accept him as they accept me. Of course they may try to 
show off a little, for they know as well as I do that he is 
the principal, the superior not only of the pupils themselves 
but of their superiors, their teachers. 

I need scarcely point out that when the principal who 
knows, substitutes for the special teacher, if for only an hour 
or so, that teacher has not served herself well in the public 
relations department, or as a counselor, if the principal can, 
without half trying, pick flaws in the discipline, deportment, 
or academic ability of the special class. 

If a tcaciicr of a special class has any reason to fear the 
principal as her own substitute, then she must realize that 
she has not done her complete task. If, knowing his knowl- 
edge of the retarded, she feels the need of covering up, it is 
because she has, and knows it, shortcomings to hide from his 
experience. 

1 welcome die chance to substitute my principal for my- 
self, I must alw’ays be able to say this to myself. If, however, 
he is hostile to special education— why, then I have a rather 
special problem personally . 

I am most thankful that I do not currently have this prob- 
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1cm. I shall be happier, day by day, to learn that, here and 
there, superiors of other teachers corac to a better under- 
standing of the rich rewards, to teachers as well as pupils, of 
special education. Rich rcu’ards.^ I do not even think of 
financial rcw'ards for teachers, whose richest rewards will, 
doubtless, always be spiritual. I do sometimes think of finan- 
cial rcw'ards for my pupils, many of whom have been suc- 
cessful in thdr niches in the business world. A comfortable 
number of graduates have returned of their own free will to 
thank me for my help in making this possible. 

This, too, is good public relations, for everybody con- 
cerned. 

It is the ultimate in counseling. 
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Mr Btt/E hours arc for my currcnc retarded children. My 
golden hours arc for those who have graduated from my 
class but return at unexpected moments to talk with me. 
More do this than I expect, and often the boys and girls I 
least expect return to me, and usually all the day, the hour, 
the classroom, 1$ brighter. If a graduate is ashamed to return, 
then I have sent him forth only half taught. If he docs not 
realize that he has found himself in my class, then he has 
not, and I have failed. 

Just today Roger came in, and the instant I saw biro I 
drew my tender shins under my desk, I remembered. I had 
excellent cause never to forget. Far besides being retarded, 
Roger was big and awkward. If he accidentally brushed 
against a girl in his class, he sent her spinning— and, likely 
enough, screaming. He was always big for his chronological 
bigger still for his mental age. He was an affectionate 
boy. He would pat my slioulder, and my shoulder would be 
bruised. 

Before Roger first came to me, a man teacher had de- 
livered an ultimatum to his principal: 

“Either Roger goes or I do 11 won’t go a step further with 
that hulking boy.” 

It was inevitable that Roger learn early that his size had 
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a jubduing effect on all children, and was regarded with 
something akin to awe by adults. Fortunately he was, for the 
most part, good-natured. He was also mischievous. The 
teacher who delivered the ultimatum regarding Roger 
well, Roger had set out to best that teacher in every way of 
which a “slow, retarded" child could think. He organized 
pupil revolts against the teacher. He made strange souiids 
in his throat and was all innocence when charged wdth 
making them; but other children knew, and laughed, un- 
controllably. There was no discipline. 

Roger came to me, and after I had studied him awhile— 
after we, together, had studied Roger — I simply used his 
help with other children. 1 gave him recognition and re- 
sponsibility. I helped him to make something of himself. I 
wish I might add tliat he thereafter behaved with every 
other adult as he did with me, but that would not be true. I 
had reasons for leaving the class, sickness perhaps, and sub- 
stitutes were found. My current principal, needless to say, 
w'as never one of those substitutes; this vsTis before his time. 

Roger made life miserable for every substitute. He told 
me frankly that he was going to make it impossible for me 
to leave the class — and Roger himself. Each substitute de- 
livered an ultimatum after one experience: 

“I'll never teach that class while that boy Roger is in it!” 

Roger even told another teacher; 

'Tm right back in the groove with all substimtes, just as I 
was when 1 made that last teacher yell ‘Uncle!’" 

One substitute, when I was ill, wanted to throw in the 
sponge at noon, and only with difficulty vs’as induced to 
teach an entire day. But I had little trouble— save with 
Roger’ s size and awkwardness. 

The instant Roger entered, to grin down at me from his 
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superior height and bulk, I remembered the last time he had 
sat down at the desk with me, and had accidentally kicked 
me on the ankle with his huge, hard shoes. He almost frac- 
lurncd my ankle. He did not mean to, of course, but it hurt 
no less because his intentions were of the best. And I did not 
dare tell him how he had hurt me, or he would have, prob- 
ably, sought to comfort me — and harmed me even more. 

Roger was the proverbial bull in the china shop; he broke 
all the china, wherever he went. But he did manage to read 
adequately, and learn enough mathematics and other sub- 
jects to hold his own with average normal people in the 
world of adults. 

Now, he had returned to tell me so. He stopped just in- 
side the door. Possibly he, too, remembered, and was taking 
no chances. There were many items in the classroom, as he 
well knew, wliicli he could break without even trying. 

“I just came back to see you, Miz Smitli,” said Roger, 

"I’m glad to see you, Roger — I think!” I said, though f 
said the last two words to myself. 

We shook hands, somewhat diiSdently on my part, for 
my small hand was lost in his large one. But this time 
he w'as gentle, 

“I just came back to tliank you,” he said. “I have a good 
job. I have had a good job ever since I graduated. I owe my 
ability to handle it to you, and I just thought you’d like to 
know that.” 

“I do like to know it,” I said. "I think it's fine of you to 
return and tell me. It will help me a great deal to do well by 
today’s pupils.” 

“That’s what I thought,” said Roger. “I gave you a lot of 
trouble, though, and Vm sorry. J hope you haven’t held it 
against me.” 
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“Possibly 1 have, a little, Roger, but coming back to thank 
me . . . well, that balances everything, and adds a great 
deal more.” 

“Another of your boys wowV be back, not right away, at 
least; but I know he’s grateful, too. He told me so, so I’m 
going to talk for him until he comes back and can talk for 
himself. I mean Andrew.^* 

Andresv was a colored boy who had posed special prob- 
lems. His sins both of omission and commission had been 
many. I could understand his rebellion against virtually 
everything. I did know that he came from a good religious 
home. 

“Andrew,” I said to him one day, "you’re young, and of 
course you don’t expect anj'thing to happen to you — like 
dying, for instance. But suppose something did happen— 
and right when it happened you were doing something 
wrong?” 

I was not too sure that he had understood me, so I re- 
peated the same words later on, several times, possibly. One 
must repeat often with the retarded. I hoped they were noted 
and filed away in Andrew’s mind. 

“You know, if you studied and learned, Andrew,” I told 
him another rime, “I believe you could become a very good 
preacher.” 

I remembered these two bits of counseling the instant 
Roger mentioned Andrew’s name. Roger continued. 

“Several times Andrew told me what you said to him, 
said Roger, “about how svould he feel if something hap- 
pened— dying, you meant— and he was doing something 
wTong at the time. He told me he never forgot the tiroes 
you said that to him. And you know where he is now? He’s 
away studying to be a preacher.” 
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It was a little thing, but a big thing, that Roger came to 
tell me about Andrew and himself, proving to me in a 
simple and powerful way the value of my humble tech- 


niqucs. 

When Roger left, I sat back and had a few golden-hour 
memories for those who had studied with me, and left me, 
to fill their simple niches, but proudly, in the world beyond 
school. 

Jean, they said, would never even learn to read. Well, she 
has not graduated yet, not from school, that is, but she has 
left my class. She reads, and asddly, everything she can draw 
from the juvenile section of the department store bookshop. 
I have no fear for any child who can read, for reasons that I 
have given several times, the principal of which is: reading 
is the key to the world’s knowledge. Abraham Lincoln rca 
his way to the Presidency of the United States. 

Charles was a strange child. He managed to get out ot 
virtually all school work. I regarded him as one of my few 
failures, until he, like Roger, returned to me one day. He is 
married, he told me, and has a child. 

“I should have listened to you,” he said. ''A/y boy « going 
to knuckle down and make something of himself. en 
was in your class I knew more than you did. Now, i can t 
pass the examination for my driver’s license, because cant 
read the rules. So I keep renewing my beginners liccme. 
My son shall learn to read. I’m doing all right, but I in h^e 
to apologize to you for not doing ^ 

for trying to get the truth through my thick s 'U , 

Strange gratitude for apparent failure. 

I rtmembered Gtorge, Mdvin, and Eugene, These * ee 
have worked as bus boys, and behind the counters of in- 
dustry, for years. They have always been dependable. Mci- 
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vin has had the same job for fifteen years, owns an $8000 
home and a car, and is seldom absent from his work. 

Then, there is a magazine store and a shoeshinc stand 
which I would visit oftener if I were not afraid its owner 
would think I am imposing. 

Sam works at this place. I did not know that. Sara did not 
come to me to say thanks. Maybe it did not occur to him* 
Maybe I just happened to go into the place on this particular 
day. Possibly it was not even chancc- 
“You arc Mrs. Smitli, the teacher,” said the proprietor. He 
did not ask me, he told me. 

“Why, yes, yes I am,” 1 said. “How did you know?" 

“Sam pointed you out on the street. He often talks about 
you." 

“Sam? Sam who?" 

‘This Sam was in your class. He keeps telling me you did 
all kinds of good for him.” 

‘Tm afraid I still do not understand.” 

The smiling, happy, enthusiastic Greek owner of the store 
must have thought me somewhat stupid. 

“Sam works for me,” he explained, “He is the best I have 
ever had. He sells magazines, and customen like him, keep 
coming back. He shines shoes, and customers like his work, 
and come back and ask for Sam.” 

He was so effusive I felt myself flushing. I could not be- 
lieve I had done this well by Sam, whom of course I now 
remembered as one of my recent graduates. 

I noticed, among the other items for sale in that store, 
that the owner roasted and sold peanuts. I do not pardcularly 
care for peanuts, but the proprietor— Sam was not in at the 
time — noting the direction of my gaze, hurried and filled a 
big bag with them. 
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“No, no,” lie said, “you do not pay for these 1 1 make you 
a present of them, because I am so thankful to you for Sami” 
I do not return to that particular store. Possibly I should, 
but I might embarrass Sam, if he is in, and I feel I must be 
careful, lest Sam’s employer think he must give me peanuts 
regularly! 
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Operation Retard 


Retardation is not the fault of the retarded, yet the ^ 
“normal” of all ages seem to blame them for their condition- 
As soon as the different child realizes something of htf 
difference, which is hcartbreakingly early in life, he sets 
himself apart He docs it even before other people start tt*" 
though some doctor or other scientist may note some differ* 
cnee ahead even of the child. 

Children, we have been told, arc naturally cruel. Ccrtaml) 
they arc intolerant and thoughtless. But in my experience 
they arc not more so than adults, even the parents of the so- 
called “retarded” child. I say “so-called” advisedly, since 
fifteen years have shown me, during my dedication to 
slow learners, that one can not be so sure a child is severely 
retarded. 

Look with me at my eighteen pupils again, half boys, halt 
girls. Look back with me in imagination if you can, to last 
year's class, from which the usual percentage were promoted 
and so passed out of my class, but not out of my heart and 
my life. Year before last there were others, and so on back 
to the first tremulous time I faced the retarded, noted the 
still, or drawn, or reserved, or fearful expressions on their 
faces, and knew that I had found my niche. My pupils, I 
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tried to make dear to them without putting the thought 
into word5, had found a champion. 

I had majored in special education. There was much in- 
terest, academically, in special education at all levels. Chil- 
dren who were slow learners were assigned to special classes; 
children not so slow, save in certain departments, were 
assigned to remedial classes. I rebelled at once against any 
semblance of segregation, "Remedial” might do, but "spe- 
cial,” never! But in ray early teaching days, theories had to 
be followed. Older heads knew better than I. 

I had to do some talking to substitute "Mrs. Smith’s 
Class,” with ray name on the door— exactly as teachers’ 
names appeared on the doors of normal classrooms to the 
right and left of mine — but ray reports to stale educational 
headquarters always refer to my class as special. 

But think a moment. Every remembered day of a diild's 
life has been special. Every day of the slow one’s life has 
been filled with: 

*‘I don’t know why you have to be told over and over how 
to do the simplest things!” this from the exasperated mother 
or fadicr. ‘Tour brothers and sisters arc as bright as any- 
body.” 

Or: 

‘T don’t know what I cs-cr did to deserve such a dt/II 
child!” 

Even if the retarded child docs not understand the words, 
he is even more adept than the dog or cat in realizing the 
deprecatory undertones or overtones of daily speech. Can’t 
lie learn? He begins to believ'e he can not, oihcrivise, why 
would his' own mother say he can’t? Is he dull? Mother says 
so, father said so last night, and they have both taught him 
to honor and obey and trust his parents. Of course they be- 
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come irritated and lose patience with him, but it must be 
his fault, since they could not possibly be wrong; parents 
couldn’t. 

Or: 

“You’re prett)’ dumb, aren’t you?” This from some school- 
mate or neighbor’s child, "My people say you’re so dumb 
you don’t have good sense. I’d go hide ray head if I were 
you.’’ 

This is not at all uncommon, as every one who faces facts 
knows. It is not uncommon for normal children to chase and 
jeer at the slow learner. I have seen such frightened children 
running from the laughing, hilarious mob, as a terror- 
stricken one might flee from known lynchers. And the com- 
parison is apt, for while the lyncher slays only the body of 
his victim, if he can catch him, the mental lyncher leaves 
the body alive, and slowly, through all his lifetime, lynches 
the mind — and even the spirit— of tlic so-called retarded. 

We all assume attitudes of superiority. Certain people bore 
us. If we feel that we arc people of intelligence, wc spare no 
time for the person who is slow of speech, whose mental 
pictures arc too simple to interest us, whose words arc diffi- 
cult to understand. By our attitude toward others arc wc 
judged by God Almighty, of this I am sure. Others seldom 
judge us by this attitude, simply because the attitude is so 
widespread. 

How can wc assess thb for ourselves ? A few chapters back 
1 suggested that the reader test himself by reading my 
simple words aloud. By his facility, or his stumbling, he 
discos’cis — possibly to his surprised humiliadon — that he 
reads at a level much lower than he had ever imagined,^ 

What, reader, b your attitude toward the retarded child, 
aside from the rcli^ you have felt every time one of your 
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own children grew into intelligence, that there was “nothing 
wrong with the child” ? I do not ask whether you go out of 
your normal way to assume an attitude to a slow child. I 
only ask this: if an obviously slow child asks you a simple 
question, how do you answer that child? Do you answer 
him, or her, if you bother to answer at all, as you would 
answer one of your own children — if your children are 
normal — or do you mumble, talk down, or pretend you do 
not hear? And if the retarded child is your own son or 
daughter, do you spend as little time as humanly possible 
helping that child to find himself, herself? Do you actually 
abuse that child by your attitude, you who would not think 
of beating him or her with a cat-o’-ninc-tails? 

Take care, father, mother! That retarded child came to 
be your teacher, to show you, mutely, how to make spiritual 
progress. Hide behind your newspaper from questions, 
father, hide behind a noisy vacuum cleaner, mother, and be 
sure of this: the Fatlicr knows where you arc hiding, and 
that child He sent you is His messenger! If this sounds ex- 
treme, so be it. When it comes to the rehabilitation of re- 
tarded children— and one-fifth of our yearly average in 
elementary schools must be called retarded — I am a zealot 
and I believe we need, around the nation, more and more 
zealots in the same educational areas, 

I look at my eighteen children. One of them, Edith Z., 
“completely anti-social,” called to me just before class and 
said: “On my way to school I heard one of the teachers on 
the bus talking. Site’s one of the teachers at die Plum school. 
She said to some lady: 'If that Rodney Gray in my room 
doesn’t do better I’ll have to try to send him over to that 
class of Mrs, Smith’s, He’s such a dumbbell.’” Tlicn she 
added: “What did she mean? Did she mean us?” 1 told her 
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that there were several Mrs. Smiths teaching in our schools. 
This seemed to satisfy her. I am shocked that thb teacher, a 
good friend of mine, can have so forgotten herself as o 
make such a remark. .. . 

The probable consequences arc these: others besides tmtn 
may have heard and will instantly spread the sto^ that 
pupils in “Mrs. Smith’s Class” arc dumbbells. Edith hcnel^ 
unless I make sure she docs nothing of the sort, will s^«o 
it in the class. Each class member will go home and ask his 
parents if his fellow pupils and himself are dumbbells. 
Nothing travels like a loathsome piece of “truth.” 

I recalled my first faculty meeting at this school, 
new principal, who said: “This is my first year here. I be- 
lieve it is also Mrs. Smitli’s. Here is something for all of you 
to keep in mind: I do not know much about special educa- 
tion, but I do know human needs. As long as I am here 
want Mrs. Smith’s group to be included in everything 
never referred to as special or in any derogatory manner. 
That principal’s attitude, bless him, set the pattern that stu 
exists in my school. Unfortunately, it docs not exist in a 
schools in the district. 

I knew what I was going to do, just what I have always 
done in like eases. I would make sure that Edith had told 
the truth, while praying that she had noL I did not wish her 
to be proved a liar, but lying on the part of one person, an 
destructive, wide-traveling remarks on the part of one in 
authority, leave a simple choice. I can deal with one person. 
Once contagion spreads, epidemics must be contained. 

1 called Edith back to me. 

“You’re quite sure you heard that teacher say what you 
just told me?” 

Her eyes were red with unshed tears. 
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“I’m sure, Mrs. Smith. Not only that, she saw me when 
she said it, and knew I heard every word." 

“Hush, now, you can’t know tliat’s true I” 

Was I helping a child to spread gossip? Was I doing the 
right thing in pumping Edith? I was getting at the truth 
in the only way I knew, I must be sure. I knew the lady 
Edith had not identified, another teacher friend of mine; 
they rode the bus together. At the first opportunity, which 
was a joint meeting of the teachers of the various schools, I 
made it a point to see them, 

“Did either of you say in the bus last week that my class 
consisted of dumbbells?” 

At first they said they had not, but when I gave a detailed 
account of what Edith had told me, one of them said: 
“Marion, God help me, I did say that. I lost control of my 
temper. Rodney has been such a difficult child. I didn’t say 
it in front of any one, but someone must have heard, or 
you’d not know about it now. What can I do to make it 
right?" 

“Nothing, except never do it again and make sure you 
don’t say « to die children in your class. You can’t go around 
telling the school that my children area*/ dumbbells, or the 
children will wonder why you protest so much. Please 
be careful about what you say. Years of good public relations 
work have matlc my class an accepted one, A few ill-choscn 
words can do irreparable damage.” 

We agreed to try. But weeks passed before Edith got over 
it. She learned as much from it, however, as did the teacher 
and myself. She learned svhat harm a small word could 
cause. It helped bring her out of her own anti-social tenden- 
cies. But that the word “dumbbell” did some good in this 
instance was purely coincidental. 
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I am against segregation in any manner, or any suggestion 
of it. Not all educators have formed their opinions, either 
svay, on the subject of segregation. I feel that elimination of 
segregation and a practical approach to educating the re- 
tarded arc two things that we need in order to educate these 
children successfully to the place where they will be capable, 
confident, contributing, taxpaying adults of the future. 



XV 


Small Slow Soldiers 


Put a naturally slouchy man into uniform and he straight- 
ens up like a soldier. Dress him in white tic and tails and he 
walks with pride. Sliinc his shoes and he is conscious of his 
spruccncss. This is true of all men, all women. Jr has been 
established time after time in the uniformed services. Men 
and women in snappy uniforms arc themselves snappy, and 
straight-marching. Men and women in fatigues or unpressed 
uniforms assume the slouch, the sprawl their lack of tidiness 
seems to indicate. 

I knew this long before I began teaching the retarded. 
When I knesv I was going to devote my teaching life to the 
slow learner I made up my mind to use good appearance as 
a key to personality. Both good appearance and bad attract 
the attention of others. The slow, to have the proper breaks, 
must always attract the best attention; the Jicad-nodding 
kind, not the bemused, head-shaking kind. 

Far too many of my class reach me die first time some- 
what disheveled. I do not mean on the initial visit, when 
children's parents just naturally dress them up, so that they 
make a good impression, but the first time they really come 
to scltool, to spend that first all-important day. 

As far as 1 am concerned, when a child conics to me he 
has Come to have his clothing fitted, his hair combed, his 
PS 
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teeth brushed, his shoes shined. He has come to make a new 

start. • u t, c 

I know from long experience that my work with that 
child must be gradual. If I try to make a child’s appearance 
entirely over during his first day, or even his first week with 
me, I stand an excellent chance of being vbited by an irate 
parent demanding that she be at once informed what is 
wrong with Johnny, or Janet. Do I imply that he is 
that her hair is matted, that his shoes arc too big, that she 
never washes her teeth? I avoid all this. My daily tasks arc 
sufficiently demanding. 

I work carefully and diplomatically on individuals, spend- 
ing considerable time on the class as a whole, sometimes 
using individuals, who need more careful instruction, ^ 
examples. Only I know that there is a method behind this 
use of examples. 

Every classroom in my building has a clothes closet. U 
has several doors, all of which open at once, from a centr^ 
control at one end of the closet. The closet is equipped with 
hooks. Children are supposed to hang up their hats, coats, 
mufflers, and place their galoshes directly below their own 
garments. 1 explain the use of the closet to the class. Yes, 1 
know this is simple, and fundamental, but you would be 
surprised how few retarded children have ever been told. 

*Tm going to assign one of you the task of supervising 
clothes closet,” I tell them. “TTie boy or girl who maintains 
the best appearance for a given week, supervises the door the 
following w'cek. You children yourselves, after you know 
what I mean, may select the boy or girl who has made the 
best appearance. But it must be an honest choice. If I do not 
agree with you, I shall make the selection myself, and tell 
you exactly why. Now, you’ll notice that in addition to the 
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usual hooks, this closet is provided with coat hangers. That’s 
important, for when a coat is neatly and carefully placed on 
a hanger, it fits that hanger just as neatly and smoothly as it 
is supposed to fit your shoulders. And your coat is supposed 
to ride neatly while you wear it. . . 

ft goes without saying that I am myself meticulous about 
every item of my own clothing, I use a minimum of lip- 
stick and rouge. My hair is always exactly right before I 
leave my home. 1 make sure, without primping, that it re- 
mains that Way all day. A quick much of the hand is enough. 
And if a stray bun of hair slips from its moorings, my chil- 
dren arc just as quick — but always respectfully— to call my 
attention to the slip as I am to correct them. We work to- 
gether. If children notice my smartness, or temporary lack 
of it, they will note one another and themselves. 

Few mothers know how to arrange their daughters’ hair 
hecomingly. And some mothers — too many— take the stand 
that it docs not matter in school. Yet school is the preparation 
place for adulthood, and ir is tlicrc that first impressions arc 
the most important. It is the “keen" dresser who turns the 
heads of all others who may despair of emulation. 

Not all of my children’s parents can afford to dress their 
young expensively. In fact, few can. But all can dress them, 
if tlicy can dress them at all, attractively. If a child has one 
to Wear and one to wash, that child can dress attractively. 

I do not c.xpect parents to do more than decide hurriedly 
that a child is ready for school, give him, according to the 
old saying, ”a lick and a promise." Then, the child is off the 
parents' hands until his afternoon return home. This is the 
common attitude. 

It does vitally matter how a child appears at school. Ever)’- 
body should know this, but so few people stop to think 
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about it, from the viewpoint of the child. Let a poor boy go 
to school \wth patches on his pants and hb whole future can 
be affected, because c\’cr)’body in school except the most 
spiritually ads'anced, the truly sympathetic, will cal! the at- 
tention of everybody else to the patches. The pat^« arc 
badges of poverty. And when a boy feels poor, in hb inner- 
self he // poor. 

If the clothing b careless, so will the mind and spirit be 
So, one of the best beginning places ssith the slow child 
b hb appearance. One morning I may talk about how boys 
should keep thdr hair combed. I may ask the girls to help 
me explain just what I mean. I may ask them to point out 
just which hair they find neatest among the boys. If the 
boys rebel I prombe them that they will have a chmec to 
comment on the girb’ habdos tomorrow. I emphasize one 
simple fact, howes'cr, that mean or hurting comments will 
not be permitted, that ladies and gentlemen never hurt one 
another’s feelings. 

Even though the girls are likely to make a game, with 
much laughter, out of this hair combing technique, they 
nevertheless pay attention. One docs not have to pull a long 
face to be attentive. My intention b to cause every boy and 
girl to be aware of hb hair. If a girl’s hairdo can be improved 
— and most can, as any woman knows — I use that child as 
an example, never a bad example, mind, and I never com- 
ment adversely on any child’s hairdo, or allosv any pupil to 
do so. 1 simply show where, as I put it, “Mary’s nice hair 
can be made to look even nicer” if combed or pinned a ccr- 
uin way, I do not want that child to go home and protest 
to her mother that I have made some sort of show of her 
before the class. I want her to boast that she has been used 
as an example, and so she has. I also wish the child to make 
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the mother 3 bit thoughtful about the matter of appearance. 

But 1 do not want ever to inspire the child to rush straight 
home and start sprucing up his or her parents! No. While 
ibis may well be the evetitual result, it comes about slowly, 
and naturally. It is fat.il to rush such matters, for parents of 
retarded children arc touchy and, I think, understandably 
so. If I can not, spending my days with eighteen boys and 
girls, understand the harassment of parents who have one 
such child all the time I don’t have him, then I have learned 
much less in fifteen years than I believe 1 have. 

D.-iy by day, during certain periods when the appearance 
of any of my pupils inspires such action, I go into the mat- 
ter of shined shoes, ssvearers that fit, brushed teeth, washed 
hands, erect walking, piidcful bearing, shirttails in, shirt- 
waists unrumplcd, coats hanging evenly on hangers. 1 do 
not huTry matters. I am hap{7y if progress is gradual— and 
therefore lasting. 

My "keeper of the door" of the closet has the task, or 
quickly assumes it, of checking on the clothes in the closet 
after cltildrcn have, supposedly, secured their garments. He 
makes sure tlicy hang straight, and that each is on its 
assigned liook or hanger. If he finds anything out of line, be 
has the authority — or assumes it— to whisper the facts to the 
owner of die garment or garments, who immediately makes 
due correction, and is subtly encouraged to remember. 

One of the reasons, then, why most people cannot tell my 
retarded children from normal children, is that my retarded 
ones arc as neat or neater in appearance. They have to be. 
Tlicy must have some common reason, however unimpor- 
tant it may seem, to feel proud. Pride in dress is not vsnity. 

It is not a crutch. Any man or woman who has ever sought 
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employment kno^vs how high a price employers place oa 
personal appearance. . 

Carol is, day after day, one of the cutest children m no. 

only my classroom but my big school. . 

Untidy John is untidy only in comparison with 0*5^ 
his own classroom- Nobody knows better than John hir^u 
that, beside some boys his tnvn age in other classrooms, he u 
a small fashion-plate- 

Jeans arc for boys, and my boys wear them as neaUy as 
jeans can be worn- 1 discourage jeans for the girls. 

The general result is this: day after day, sometima tor 
two or three weeks in succession, I find nothing to enuaze 
in the appearance of any of my pupils. The pupils 
selves arc acutely aware of this, because they thcmsclscs have 
brought about this happy result. They' do not care who see 
them as they arc. In fact, they svant people to sec how wcI 
they look. - , 

They have discovered that the clothes approach to pn c 
in bearing is much more easily worn than spiritual rctrat 
into personal darkness, where it mattcis not at all to the 
stricken how he is dressed. 
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Pressurized Children 


Every human bring is under pressure of some sort. Normal 
men and women in everyday life experience constant pres- 
sure which often invades their sleep, or prevents sleep. 
Norma! children face pressures from all directions from 
their earliest memories. There is no use railing against this. 
We simply learn to manipulate such pressures to our own 
Use. We learn to live with them. We learn to endure them as 
best we can. We “give” to them when and where we must. 

The normal child, with some ability to reason, recognizes 
pressures. He rebels against them. He protests them. He 
runs away from tlicm. He faces tltcm. He fights them. But 
reason tells him that he must somehow manage to live witli 
them, without being destroyed or even pained by them. The 
normal child's reason is, like the governor on an engine, 
that balancing mechanism which makes it possible for the 
child to live with pressures, almost all of which seem to be 
spiritual. Other pressures, such as physical ones, arc relieved 
in sports and games. But the normal child gives with pres- 
sures, takes pressure, as he participates in a tug-o‘-war that, 
in actual Jiving, is lifelong. 

So, discipline is exercised on the normal child. He is told 
that there are certain things expected of him. He is told that 
there arc things he must tlo. He must control bis urge to 
99 
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make more noise than his neighbor. He must control his 
urge to pull girls’ hair. He must control his urge to kick or 
hit things. He must curb his urge to daydream^ when Iwsons 
must be studied and mastered. He must be in school at a 
cenain time. He must remain for a certain length of uroc. 
He must move, in orderly fashion, from class to class. 
is an establish^ routine of school work and play to which 
he is expected to adhere. He learns this early, and reacts ac* 
cording to his capacity. He must learn his lessons, the pr<^ 
sure being tltat he will not graduate next year if he 
or that some other boy or girl will out-do him, or the teacher 
will frown at him, or look at him thoughtfully, or fail him, 
or lecture him. If he docs not do well in school he must 
justify his lack of progress to father, mother, or guardian. 
The pressure is everywhere, and all the time. As the boy or 
girl learns to manipulate this pressure, so docs that boy or 
girl prepare for lifc. 

Thc retarded child faces exactly die same pressure, svith 
vastly slowed down equipment. The retarded child is ex- 
pea^ to give or take to normal pressures, while the same 
child is told, from its earliest knowledge of its differences, 
that it is not up to it. The child already b aware that thcK 
b much abroad in the world that it docs not comprehend, 
through which it docs not move as easily and confidently 
as do other children. It b w'ocfully aware that the other chil- 
dren know this, and point it ouL It b the pointing that con- 
stitutes the worst pressure. 

It b an odd fact that parents and teachers arc more likely 
to explain carefully the whys and wherefores of discipline to 
the normal child, because that child understands, and re- 
sponds. To the child who needs more, and more careful 
explanations, the parental and, too often, the educational 
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attitude is: “No use telling you over and over again, you 
haven’t sense enough to learn anyway.” 

No person knows really whc^cr any other person, seem- 
ingly less endowed mentally, is able to learn. 

Therefore, the retarded child, generally, lacks explana- 
tions for things, as if he were expected to have been born 
knowing. This is not expected of normal children. It is al- 
ways easier to teach a normal child, therefore more time is 
devoted to the normal child ; results arc more noticeable, and 
the task of producing tlicm clearly much less. Yes, teachers, 
in school and out, are human: they arc prone to follow the 
lines of least resistance. Work with the normal is easier, the 
results more satbfying. 

A retarded child asks his mother a question, any question. 
She ignores him, mumbles, tells him to run along and play, 
or answers irritably; possibly she tells him the question is 
silly; possibly she is too busy to answer. Tlic retarded child 
is rebuffed. 

"Why?" the child asks himself. “Why?” 

The normal child asks these same questions, but from 
himself, or from someone else, he obtains answers of a sort. 
They may not satisfy him, but he can reason things out for 
himself. 

The retarded child asks someone else, a neighbor, say: 

“Run along and ask your father, or mother. I don t have 
time to answer foolish questions." 

Foolbh questions? What is meant by "fcwlish ? 

Strangely enough anybody will explain this to the ^ ^ 
child; the questions arc foolish because ^e retarded child, 
not having been born knowing everything, is therefore a 
fool. Hb own fault, too, as he should be able to sec. If he ha 
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any Kn« he would know better than to annoy normal, 

superior people with foolish , j,. 

“Why?” asks the retarded child. Whyf 
Maybe he tries to get answers— one tune, possibly, 
improbably— from children his own age. . 

4ch, ych, dumbbell! You don’t know anything, do )0 
Go hide your thick head in the sand, like an . 

The parents of a child so hideously rebuffed inay^ 
such talk up with the parents of the offending child^; 
though it is not likely. If they do this sort of response may 

eventuate: . ^ ;ij 

“You can’t blame my children for putting yoi^ child m 

his place. Maybe he isn’t silly enough to be m 

but he shouldn’t be allowed to mingle with brighter 

If there arc people of any sort who know, instantly, more 
about the mental capacity of children than doctors, ’ 

psychiatrists, and psychologists, it is parents of , 
normal children— unless it is people who have no chil 


at alL 

So, parents put off the retarded child. 

"Neighbors frown at the retarded child. 

Schoolmates jeer at the reurded child. 

The retarded child enters a class. He must arrive on time 
Why? He must sit in a certain seat. Why? He must 
read. Why? He must get along svith other people, wny- 
He must not take things belonging to others. Why not. c 
must learn good manners. Why? He must ^PP”^,,^ p 
Why? He must be quiet. Why? He must be 
He must ask teacher if he may leave the room. Why- 
must raise his hand if he wishes to talk to the litdc ghl 
the aisle. ^Vhy? He must not snap his fingers or yell c 
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teacher’s name to attract her attention. Why not? He must 
draw figures in which he has no interest. Why ? He must tell 
the teacher what pictures mean. Why? He must hang up his 
coat. Why? He must pay attention. Why? He must not 
spend his time looking out the window, daydreaming. Why 
not? 

From every direction there is pressure on the retarded 
child. If given lime, he may himself grasp why this is so and 
that is not, but in a world manipulated by normal people 
faster of thought than himself, he is never given time to 
react. Yet somehow he must react. How? He docs not 
know. The harder he tries to know the less he seems to 
know. The harder he strives to emerge from confusion, the 
more confused he becomes. He cannot even find words to 
express his reaction, because even if he had the words, he 
could not analyze his reactions. He wants, or he docs not 
want, and what he wants he cannot have. What he does not 
want he must take. 

Confusion breeds confusion, and Ted throws a tantrum 
which expresses nothing at all except that the pressure has 
been too great. 

Striving to react like a normal person, George raises his 
hand, snaps his fingers, even screams the teacher s name. 

Robert, who has tried to react *'likc a human being” since 
he discovered he was not like other human beings not 
exactly like, that is — keeps his desk drawer full of candy, 
fruit, cakes, cookies, and cats every time the teacher turns 
her back. He slouclics. He docs not care. He is learning that 
if he is a hulk, and tries to be only a hulk, the waves ot 
pressure will simply beat upon and over him. If he an Icwc 
himself in not caring, the waves will wash over 
appear. If they do not, he an pretend they do, which is at- 
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most « good. He has found th« n vnoious 
most people to veer off. He mainlems 
Sion. Ln when he hears people say he « '‘1“" “ 
behavior” He docs not give to pressure, he S 
With an I.Q. ol 63 he should be able 
personal pressures with comparative case, u 
have them explained to him, and he needs to c 
to want to manipulate them to his own . of 

John, my one untidy one, has been nagged 
his appearance. He has been nagged so 
remember, that he has arrived at one inescapable c 
he will be nagged at no matter what he d^s, says, or 
not do or say; so what docs it matter whether he do« ^ J 
thing? He becomes untidy. He is sullen in the face o pres 
sure. He is rebellious in the face oE pressure if it ' 

He is cruel by turns, noisy, dull, by turns. Eventually, 
never understands the pressures, if they arc never reason 
made clear to him, he will become incorrigible. I p 

my mind at once that while I cannot relieve John ot i 
pressures, he will be informed of their meaning an 
reason for them. No child of mine, tidy or untidy, shal a 


any excuse for incorrigibility. , 

Peter must react somehow. He is bigger titan most boys 
his age. Accidentally or otherwise he learns that he is 
stronger, that other boys avoid him through fear, that gu * 
exclaim over his size and strength, or run from him, scream 
ing. He reacts to pressure by twbting the arms of the nearcs 
smaller boys, by pulling the hair of the girls. They rcaa in^ 
way that Peter, at this stage of his growth— which can 
most unpromising if he is not taken in hand by the under- 
standing — finds gratifying. Peter responds sadistically to 
pressure. I make it clear to Peter that his strength and sixc 
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were not given him as instruments to cause pain or destruc- 
tion. I find a use for his size and strength, and hunt the 
reasons for his reaction to pressure. Peter, with an I.Q. of 67, 
an rason, so I reason with him. 

"If someone larger than you arc twisted your arms behind 
your back, would you like it.^” 

That is a simple abstraction, and Peter grasps it. 

Possibly I assign Peter “administrative” tasks, explaining 
their importance carefully, and hold Peter responsible for 
results. Possibly I make him a sort of helper. It is certain 
that I will remove the pressure from diose unpromising 
sadistic tendencies. Peter, without explanation from someone 
he senses he an trust, docs not entirely control his urge to 
sadism; he docs not try very hard. As he grows older, and 
pressures incrasc, he will try less and less. Eventually, he 
will seriously maim someone, perhaps even kill. This often 
happens in the world outside school; bcausc someone has 
grown to manhood or womanhood without even under- 
standing the normal pressures which the retarded must also 
face. Every human being who reaches manhood or woman- 
hood with abnormal ractions to pressure undetected is Ac 
responsibility of the socallcd “normal” public, and this 
responsibility is compounded, rather Aan fulfilled, when me 
undetected one goes to prison for life, is hanged, electro- 
cuted, or killed in the gas chamber. 

In Ac language of the boxing ring, which most men and 
women in this television age understand, normal children 
arc equipped to larn for themselves how to “roll wiA the 
punches.” Retarded cluldrcn must be helped to learn, to a 
much greater extent than normal children. 

It is simple, rally. The tcaAcr-parent, neighbor, school- 
mate, instructor, school official— simply recognizes Ac slow- 
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n«s o£ the equipment o£ the retarded sCly, 

to match if. having slowed down, •'V^ed «>”• 
4rinji»s the retarded chid up to vormd Pj 

Of course, it takes Umc; patience « u:..nicnl, 

general reaction of the normal person to this rcquir 

“Whv should I waste my time? It isn t nty childl 
oT^Sly it is the speaker’s child, whereupon the an 

“"'strashing silly questions!" or. "Ask your fadter when 

he comes home.” u tikclv to 

The father’s response, when he comes home, t 

^""‘‘Ask your mother, child! I didn’t come home from a hard 
day at the office to face a barrage of questions . 

The natural reaction of the retarded child is 
from normal pressures in a normal 
tions. Too many adults sit stoUdly. rebclhously, r 
on the blow-off cocks, their attimdes smug as they say. 


“What has it to do with me? Afy kids are bright cnoug 
And I pay ray taxes, don’t I?” 
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Leashes 


Take a normal class, any normal class. The teacher has her 
head bowed at her desk, reading something, correcting 
examination papers. Every boy in this class, and every gir , 
has an I.Q. of 90 or above. Most arc average normal, many 
arc superior. One of the superior boys, sure that the teacher 
will not see, raises his hand to his mouth, cups it in a %vay 
boys know, and whispers to the superior girl who sits be- 
hind him. 

“Mina! Did you get the answer to that last problem ^ 

Mina, who knows she is not supposed to answer, or hear, 


says: 

‘Tve got it, yes.” 

"Let me see.” t * u 4 ' 

It happens all the lime, every time the teachers head « 
bowed, or her back k turned at the blackboard, or she is out 
of the room. It is a stark violation of dkeiphne. Enlarge it a 
little in the world of adults, and it breaks the law It calls for 
punishment. It calls for punishment in the wor o i 
hood, too, so that children will know. But it passes 
noticed, often because the teacher saves licrself trouble by 
not noticing. It is illegal. It is “school-criminal. 

Bobby, avtrngc normal, digs his elbow mlo .he r.b of 
J07 
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loicph. superior. Joseph kieks bock. There is o crush os his 
foot hits something giving ofT noise. 

“Who did that?" says the teacher, lifting her hca , 

' N^Sfonswers. Half .he others knosv. They oil connWe. 
It is a conspiracy against authority. 

“Elizabeth, who made that noise?" 

There it is, the challenge direct. ,”^1. u a 

not know. She knows. She lies, frankly, fy<=cly. 

code. Elizabeth lives up to it. She docs not squeal o 


Bob tosses a note to Harriet. Harriet swallows it w cn 
has finished reading it. It docs not amount to anything, 
it violates authority. , . .1 

Somebody makes a whistle. He whistles on it, picrci g y. 
but is apparently deeply immersed in a book w cn 
teacher looks up. 

“Jason, did you make that noise r" 

“Noise, ma’am, what noise! I was so wrapped up m my 


SIUQICS. ... „ 

More lies. Everybody knows they arc lies. But Jason g 
away with it." 

Somebody throws spitballs. Somebody ducks head to ca 
apples or oranges under the desk. , 

It happens all the time. Somebody makes noise. If ' 
says anything, the noise increases. Give a normal chil 
mile, he takes ten miles. Teacher leaves room. Chalk or 
marbles pelt tlie blackboard. In seconds the place is in an up- 
roar. Teacher returns. No use trying to find out who siartc 
it. Code, the code of childhood, immutable, like the laws o 
the Mcdcs and Persians. One noise calls for more noise, more 
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noise calls for bciliam, until sudden silence is brought by the 
teacher, or die principal, or someone else in authority. 

Only, it is difficult to allay bedlam with the slow learner. 
He is as slow to stop as to get started, unless ... 

Unless there arc leashes, held in accustomed, efficient 
hands. I have eighteen pupils, most of the school year, in ray 
class. Each one must be reached before he can leave my 
class. 

Jane calls out something. It docs not much matter what. 
It gives Mary a stronger idea and she calls out, too. That 
makes others call out. Bedlam ensues unless ... 

Unless the leash I hold on Mary is quickly pulled. It is not 
a real leash. It never could be. And nobody would want it, 
least of all Mary, or myself. 

But the leash is there. It cannot be detached from Mary. 
“Mary! You’re first. What do you want?” 

I am not accusing her, not exercising authority. I am an- 
swering her outcry, as if she had held up her hand to ask 
something. She is asking something, but she is detouring 
authority; she is asking without realizing that she asks, 
“Children 1 Quiet 1 Mary has a question 1 
It works. Spur of the moment things have to work. They 
cannot become routine, stereotyped, not with the s ow 
learner. He often has to be surprised. 

Often my class seems like a slice of bedlam to a vKitor, 
someone in the outside hall, when the door is open, ut 
have ways. An arched eyebrow. A stern face. Insistence on 
being heard. Clapped hands. Tlicre is something about eJap 
ping the hands, teacher’s hands, that works if not one too 
frequently. One must never cry wolf. The retarded knos 
the cry-wolf idea, though he may never have heard me 
story, or understood it if he heard. Too much of an abstrac- 
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lion. But he leains quickly “““Sh 'h^J^c 
which sound so much Ukc spanking hands, d 
Tpank. Between clappings he must be allowed to forget, 
that each clapping will be a surprise. ,trlnffS. 

It could se'^ L all my 

1 allow them movement, and unusual 

leashes. The leashes arc adult, so 

There are leashes on all of u$ in the world 
chUdren should become accustomed to Acm^ 

Speed Umits are leashes. Laws by 

leash. Truth is a leash. Time is a leash. 

leashes, so do not get the S*inss on the 

to be animals. They arc trained to be human being 

^not sit still. He gets up without 
and sits at the desk with someone else, rises, g«s to 
else. He has the room in turmoil, all too quickly. 

When Paul rises, without permission, I say: . 

“Go right on out the door and stand in the hall 
call you. Be there when I call. You*ll return only w c 
can stay in your seat, or ask permission.” i, He 

Paul responds to h'ls leash. He knows the leash is 
likes and trusts me because 1 tighten it. He knows I w 
forget him in the hall. He will play square and wai 
there until I call him. He will not intrude at the i 

other classrooms. They have already been forever c 
against him, or he would not be in my class. j 

not if I can rehabilitate him, when I can rehabilitate ^ i • 
am his hope. He does not word it like that, think it 
that, but he knows it. He does not wish to escape my ^ 
The leash on Carol is kind, but firm. She becomes ra » 
and reverts to her first speech, which only Carol and 
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understood— and possibly their two mothers. When Carol 
becomes excited— she always has a small frown on her face 


—I call her to me, 

Enroutc to the desk site stops talking, keeps on frowning, 
but is herself when I say to her: 

“What were you saying?" 

Whatever it was, and it docs not have to be the same 
thing at all, she says it clearly now. I have pulled her to me 
with the leash of our mutual understanding. I have, in a 
fashion, choked off her incoherent speech, opened the chan- 
nels of her understandable speech. Leash for Carol. 

My leash on Edith is hooked up to her principal attribute, 
her anti-sociability. She docs not like anyone, but she f«ls 
it terribly if anyone fails to like her, or at least tolerate her. 
When Edith begins frowning at people, and I know she is 
about to express herself in a way that will start bedlam 
again, and cause her loss of class liking, Hweak the leash. 

“Edith, will you come here a moment?" 

My voice tells her I have something important for her to 
do. She comes forward. I assign her a task. She forgets 
whatever it was that disturbed her. She holds it in abeyance, 


which is the best most of us do with our pressures. 

Three or four boys like to sit together. They like to have 
fun together during class. Studies arc not important to tlicm. 
I let them sit together, but they must be able to show results 
from cooperation or I separate them. 
right to sit together. They try, they try hard. 

My strongest leash is the project. ^ _ 

Projects arc class or group efforts. They tnvolvc coopera- 
tion, and more time titan class opernttons. They are scH- 
operating leashes, fastened to individuals and 
time-the time required to make a project something 
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visible, tangible, and according to the original plan every- 

body in the class knows. t ,;me intent 

I Ush my groups togc^cr for an hour at a iitn , 

on doing their share of a given 
That gives me time for work with .nd.v, duals who ba^^ 
not yet fitted into any group. This is more o 
leash It is tied to the chair beside my desk. A boy ^ b 
Sin itVdose to me, '•tied” to me I „« 

or he asks me questions. We work together. -^=1^ « 
visible, but it is there. My leashes connect " >* c'CiT ^ 

I must always know the exaa point at which ‘o ^ 
leash. My class must never be allowed to get ^ 

It is a tiring business, clinging all through a J 

eighteen leashes attached to boys and girls, all p , 
different directions. But no man or 
during fatigue of Ais in- 

fatigue, has any business teaching the retarded B 
capable ones may learn from the retarded. ^ j ■ -d out 
How docs one regain energy, when it is being dram 
out all the day long? . 

I regain so much of mine, almost all of it, during y 
hour, when I tot up the days score and realize that 
accomplished something. I have made progrcM, ^ 

was just a little, with just one child, possibly Edith, or ' 
or Robert. But progress with even one is pcrmnal 
My class is noisy, to just the limit of noisiness I 
There I tweak this leash or that one, silencing, gra u » 
the noisiest. Or maybe I have to weak all leashes to 
complete order — for the few’ minutes true order, among 
retarded, is possible. 

Docs it sound like a madhouse ? , • 

Not if you did not know I speak of the slow, the rcta 
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Every normal class goes berserk wlicn the teacher’s back is 
turn^, or she, or he, is out of the room. One docs not regard 
even the noisiest as not quite balanced mentally. No, one 
knows by tlic I.Q.'s that one need not worry about mental 
imbalance, even if, momentarily, the classroom is a bedlam. 

But the same thing in “Mrs. Smith's Class’’.^ That is 
different. Those children arc different- Whatever they do 
must be regarded with suspicion. They arc not normal chil- 
dren. They arc not even average children. That means that 
they must walk the chalkline more sedately, or the noisiest 
of normal children will regard them as “not quite all there.” 

So, I keep my leashes handy, always within reach, lest one 
child get out of line and create a wrong impression of every- 
body in the class, including me, since the teacher must of 
necessity take on some of the coloring of her work — if she is 
dedicated to it. If she is not, it is not her work, however 
hard she tries, however tired slic makes herself. 

My leashes arc longer when I take my children out of the 
schoolroom on some project; to the movies, to the circus, to 
a dairy farm, to a greenhouse. I hold the leashes more 
loosely, and 1 call on the more responsible to help me. It 
works nicely. They arc all little ladies and gentlemen. 

Then, there are times when wx go abroad in the fields, 
where none but ourselves can see us, when I roll up my in- 
visible leashes, tuck them away in my heart, and free the 
children of all restraint 

It is touchingly remarkable how well-behaved they arc. 
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News of the Day 

No ONE r,k« to be IcEt out oE things. oE 

fed ihcmsdvcs left out, as a rMult of the very 

psychiatrms arc filled ^ld> dre He 

nature of the individual, the retarded ‘ answer 

begins by leaving himself out. Let one aduk 
his questions, or evade answering, or rebuff hi , 
withdraws. It is this withdrawal which starts him on 
road not only to uselessness but to indigence. 

The retarded chUd must fed himself a p^t 
his school, his community. He becomes, J 

lamb for whom the Good Shepherd seeks the m 

TLcre arc many ways to make the Add 
community, the nation. He is one with Ac sAoo 
is not a pupil in a segregated class. We inay say 
classes arc segregated by the mere fact of being c a . 
tainly Ac first grade is segregated from 1 ffom 

third, elementary school from junior high, high s 
college. But every child knows Aat, by exerting 
personal pressure, or riding Ac wave of pressure ex 
friends and rdauves, he may attain to classes p^s_ lllccly 
higher Aan his own. From all of Ais Ae retarded w 
to fed himself shut out. 
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I open ihe doors to Iiitn in every way that comes to hand. 
It is 3 constant grasping at improvisations— as it Is in day- 
by-day living. It is no more hit or miss dian life. 

I write something on the blackboard. It can be something 
out of a book all the class is reading. But it need not be, so 
long as it uses words with which all arc familiar or with 
which they must become familiar to read at their several 
levels. 

One of my standbys is die daily news. My children imy 
talk little with their parents, their schoolmates, their neigh- 
bors, otlier children on their blocks. But they hear the speech 
of their elders, they listen to the radio and view television. 
The latter two especially arc excellent avenues of escape 
from self; listening, and viewing. They can forget the world 
and its incomprehensible pressures. But while listening and 
viewing they hear many things they cannot possibly under- 
stand. 

I try to tell them. I find what I wish to tell them in the 
headline news of the day. I find material in the stones ot 
sacrifice, heroism, greed, brutality, of the day. They do ask 
questions about matters they hear, whidi become matters ot 
much greater moment, to diem, if they are shut off from 
answers, but I do not emphasize the evil which the land 
always seems to produce. ,, 

Some of this evil, which causes the endless death toU on 
our highways, is grist for my mill. One day most of my 
slow ones arc going to drive. Some of them already o, 
sccrcdy or openly. They need to know about safe driving. 

Cardully I print certain facts on the blackboard, relative 
to safe driving. This is a community matter, a national ma - 
ter, and thus I explain it. I ask my class if they can read 
what I have written. Most hands go up, and I pick one or 
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uvo to read. Then I ask individuals lo ^ 

of what I have written. This all of 

give and take of criticism Ir^dv mentioned- 

Shich I must maintain that leash I on thrir 

I then have all of them pnnt, or diem do 

progress-what 1 have written on the it 

it ajin with word builders. I ^k them, rep^’j^ d^ve. 
means to them. 1 ask them if they ^ carefully- 

1 ask them if people wi* whom ^ community 

Thus, and simply, they become aware of ma y 

*Thty become aware “'““J ^“Cmlktog. 
when there arc stop signs— ^ ^oplc m , 
disregard them. They should always ta 'c 
walk, be courteous and considerate when they 
note cars, and drivers. k-rmn Having 

But I have not finished. I have ways 

made sure that all I have written is 

on their papers and in their heads and , casch 

it semi-pcrmanently on brown-paper scrolls 

type bulletin boards. I print the same words, wluie 

calls out the words as I print, on the first big 

in big Icncrs, so that none need miss. I then ^ 

all to see, and erase from the blackboard, whi 

comes available for whatever I do next. k/«rd until 

The record, however, remains on the buUcUn -Qn 

the next day. There may be other items. A nationa 
is perfect, for its details tell a story, and the j- 

ways avid for stories. They follow an adult story as 
as they do the juvenile ones. c pjy 

Earii day’s news, condensed to the comprcbensi ^ 
class, fills as many pages of the bulletin board as 
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necessary. When my pupils have learned, they can discuss 
the news with anybody, certainly as intelligently as can the 
average headline reader! And the knowledge that they can 
do this siifTcns their small backs with confidence. 

The next day, there is more news. I do not review yester- 
day’s news just now'. I thrust today’s news in ahead of the 
review, to make sure that it can be rcmc/nbered~3gam as 
well as or better than the headline reader remembers. 

Whatever tlic principal items arc, I reduce them to their 
bare bones,. their simplest words, and make sure that my 
children know them, can read them on the blackboard. 
They put the story together with paper and pencil, written 
or printed, at their desks. Tlicy build the words with their 
w'ord builders, 

I then take them to the bulletin board, and ask: "Who 
remembers yesterday’s nesvs?’’ They arc all always eager to 
show me what they remember; more eager still to prove it 
to one anoilicr. They read off yesterday’s news, all the more 
eager because they do not, this time, have to write or print 
it, or build it. 

i then turn yesterday’s pag«. To all intents and purposes 
tfty yesterday’s newspaper is as dead as nesvsmcn say yester- 
day’s newspaper always is. But I keep mine, I do not leave it 
on a bus scat, a train seat, or in the car; throw it out the 
window, burn it, or sell it for cash. I keep it. 

On a fresh sheet I set down today’s news. Tomorrow it 
also is turned over, but kept. 

At the end of the week f ask the class this; 

“Which one of you believes he, or die, can start with 
Monday’s news and repeat it to me, all through the week?” 

Few can. All think they can, which is important, 1 ask 
them to tell me. 1 tlicn turn back to Monday’s news. There 
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set *ck mtok« of memory, ^ 

news that the world, most likely, has forg ^ 

“nurmr Urc *cy r“ 

oxnts. They may find history dull, dry , history y 

selves live is never dry. j-Mv tKlnes hap* 

“All history happened exactly as these daily t^g ^ ^ 
pon?” I expWn to rhem. “And every lost one of ns hos o bond 

in making news, and history ” 

“How do we know these Aingsf a g^J 
“From the ness-spapers, I tell them. Fro 

^^“How' do those newspapers, radio, and television get the 

fe-U over the world. By teletyp^*" 
from places where news is gathered by newsme 
papers, radio, and tclcvbion. 

“Is it possible for us ever to see how news comes - 
If I lead my small ones carefully, sooner or latM 
them will ask just such all-important quesuons- 1 

course, say this; -Mr to 

“Some day, when you’re older, maybe you 11 ^ 
visit a newspaper office, or a radio station, or 
station, and sec for yourselves just how it is done. 

Yes, 1 can do it this way, for it is the easy way. jc is 
way parents and far too many teachers may do it. it « 
enough for my class. ^„„-ncr 

*TU sec if 1 can’t arrange for us all to visit a nc p^P 


office, then a radio station, then a tclcs’ision sution. 

I do some telephoning. I do some visiting, explaining 
busy officials. Whcrcs'cr and however I can» ^ .*^”°®Mr I 
my class to sec and hear. If possible, and if it is p<»s* ^ 
make penistcntly sure of it, my smdents participate m " 
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they see. They watch a newspaper being made. They see 
broadcasts being aired, watdi the actors, commentators, sec 
how disks arc used. They see the busy, noisy teletypewriters 
in action. They have something to discuss at home— with 
cntliusiasm that only the thoughtless will dampen with 


I seldom tell people where I visit with my children that 
they arc retarded. IE the children behave well, and they can- 
not tell, it is a small triumph. If the children get out of hand 
they will simply shrug and remember their own days ot 
getting out of hand— with nostalgia, perhaps. 

It is not always possible for visitors to participate wholly 
in nc^vspapers, radio, television, but my pupils, hecatisc they 
can see, hear, feel, touch, smell. learn more about matters 1 
show them, and have officials of the activities show them, 
than they could ever get from spoken wplanauons not 
illustrated by sight. And then, when I write on the board, 
transfer to the bulletin board, have them print, write, or 
build, every bit of it has meaning. Mary has decided she 
wants to work on a ncwspajicr, doing anything. I p 
her, and so to all of them, iliat reading. f 

geography, history, spelling, must a 1 come 
Lowing these they cannot work for newspapers, radio. 

'''rauUxpbin,, eagerly, Aa. he already work, oa a new^ 
naocr Outside of school hours he is a newsboy. Only, when 
he came to the class could not read his own newjper^ 
VT t Viy* is flushed with pride that lie can. 

Now he can, and he^is hum 

^ Sooner or lat . open to them, or that I 

ipaie m c yj^jcA, Red Cross, Community 

can open to them. » ” 

Chest, Boy Scouts, Girl Scouts. 
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The principal lack of the slow child is the fecUng of he* 
longing. I make sure that every one of mine belongs, and 
knows bc^’ond the shadow of doubt that he belongs. 

By radio, television, the newspaper, hearsay, and my 
bulletin board, he absorbs the news, and is curious enough 
about at least some of it to retain it — w’KicK is all that the 
average reader does. 

I retain used bulletins until my class has outgrown them, 
before I discard them. By that time all that was important 
in them has been printed on the remembrance of my pupils, 
all of my pupils— at least the words of the bulletins. They 
are thus led subtly to realize that they live life right along 
with the normal. And some of them can comprehend that 
they live it more in detail, and thus more vitally. 
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Confident Paul 


“I CAN write my name,” said Paul. "That s enough. 

‘Tou’rc sure it’s enough?" I pressed him, 

"It’s all my father can do, and he doesn’t worry about any- 
thing, not even taxes." 

“How docs that happen?” 

"He’s on relief. I’ll be on relief as soon as I can be. Never 
luve to work." , ■ I 

-nut you’re 0 newsboy now, working 
should work, to amount to somethmg in tlir world. Yo 
can’t read your own nesvspapcrs. And how do you ma 'c 

"^“Making clunge is easy. I can make change for = ^ 
or a dime. Most people have the pennies, almost noWy 
ever asks for more change than for a d.mj If 
more it’s too much trouble an>'%vay, I send him to anoth 

newsboy." , 

"Suppose there isn’t any other newsboy f 
"I S out a handful of money, let the buyer his 
„w„ change. Mind dealers do it all 
stands only leave cigar boxes, so people wi 
change." 

"And you trust everybody to do that f „ 

"1 know who to trust. I know ins.de me who to trust. 
121 
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“And docs nobody ever take advantage of you? 

I in too smartl « • 

-Paul “ I insisted, groping (or some way past h» stmge 
self-assurance, “you can’t be sure svho will and v,ho 
cheat you. Why even / might. . . . 

“Ko, not you. Mot ever.” 

"But I’m practically a stranger to you. 

"Yes, but 1 

Then and there I embarked on an unusual 3 "^ fW 
dubious route to the rehabilitation of Paul. I wrote th 
a piece of paper: 

"Please spank me, hard,'* ,• -r vrut 

I tendered it to Paul. "Here,” I said, sign this, U I®" 

pLTsigned, svith a flourish. He was proud of his 
to write his name, and to recognize it in _ 

saw it. He needed no more. The road to more Iw • 
according to Paul, was cluttered with “b^y smR- 
eared to know that “the bird is in the tree. The bird u 
The tree is green”? Mot Paul. If he could not start at the top 
he would simply mark time until he was old 
leave school. Then he would continue to be 
Failing that he would go on relief and stay there r« 
not even have to think. Thinking did not make lus 
ache, so long as he did not have to think ^bout Amp ^ 
reading, spelling, ariAmcnc, geography. Paul behaved hi 
self in class. He listened attentively. But he did not ° ^ 
do anyAing. No matter how I talked wiA him, ^ , 
adamant. His name, Aange for a dime, relief; it was a '» 

I put Ae signed paper aside for later use, and meanwhile 
worked on anoAcr idea. Mot a dime idea, but a quarter. 
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required ilic help of a friend at the nearest drugstore soda 
fountain. 1 saw her first, told her a little about Paul. Paul, 
meanwhile, had shown considerable gcncrosit)^. He liked his 
schoolmates — whom he largely regarded as ‘‘babies,*’ and 
they liked him — and they liked him all the better because he 
bought them candy, cakes, ice cream. 

After I had prepared the woman at the soda fountain I 
called Paul forward. 

“Do you have a quarter?" I asked him. 

“Yes,” he said, handing me one. 

“But you don’t know how to make change for a quarter, 
which is tsventy-five cents," I pointed out to Paul. “So I’ll 
make change." 

1 put aside seventeen cents, while Paul watched with in- 
teresf. I rolled up eight cents in a piece of paper bearing 
Paul’s name. 

“I want you to get twenty-five cents’ worth of ice cream 
for me, Paul," I said. “Do you mind using your own 
quarter?" 

“I’d like to get you a quarter’s worth of ice cream,” said 
Paul. 

I tendered him the seventeen cents. He appeared to have 
forgotten the other eight cents. I had talked about twenty- 
five cents, and so far as he was concerned, the seventeen 
cents added up to a quarter. 

He went to the soda fountain to which I carefully directed 
him. My friend there was waiting. 

"I want a quarter’s worth of ice cream," said Paul, im- 
portantly. 

“Yes, sir,’’ said my woman friend. 

She prepared the ice cream in a carton. 
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Paul gave her the seventeen cents. He picked up the car 

'V a momcm, young m.n" said 

wanted uventy-fivc cents’ worth of ice cream, d.dnt ) 

^“Yes he would have burned ouu accomplice- 

“But this isn’t twenty-five cents, ^ ^ore. 

“This is only seventeen cents. I must have g 
or you’ll have to leave the ice cream hcr^ ^ 

“But my teacher said it was twenty-five 

“Then she can’t count, ’ said the woirun. So J 

have cheated her.” i Paul. “She 

“Nobody could possibly have cheated her, s 

knows everything. ...” , , j jjjjce 

Then he must have remembered t^ nickel d 
pamsics I had rolkd up in a paper. He “H,. 

Sangc for a dime. Ho knosv tssht «■'“ cioam 

“How many cents do 1 needr Paul asked the 

vendor. f., runted H 

Sho lookod again at tho acvomcon Ar 

ovor quickly. Paul may or may not have boon an arc u 
couldn’t count seventeen cents. 

“Eight cents missing.” r,„ ,t„. time he 

Now Paul knew where the difficulty lay. By th 
returned to me he had worked himself up into a 
almost. Paul considered himself too big for ^ds- 

He came bursting through the door, hfy class hftc 

“You cheated me!” Paul shouted. 

“How could I?” I asked. “Nobody could cheat ^ 
Everybody in the class knows that. Come here 

^uvVIXv f fljc 

Some minutes were required to get the rest o 
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back “on leash/’ But I had been expecting this hurricane and 
was prepared for it. 

With difficulty 1 induced Paul to sit beside me. The ice 
cream seller had returned his seventeen cents. He pushed the 
money at me. 

“It’s only seventeen cents/’ he fumed. “You told me it 
was a quarter.” 

“No,” I said, “but I did let you think it was a quarter. 
Since you didn’t really know, you could think it anything 
you liked.” 

I took out the eight cents, showed him his name, told him 
to count it. . „ 

“I didn’t steal it,” I said. “Sec, it still has your name on it. 


He counted it. 

“Eight cents,” he said. “Just what the woman said was 
missing from the ttventy-five cents I thought I had. 

I let him think it over a bit. 

“Paul,” I said finally, “I didn’t cheat you, hut you can see 


that I could have” . 

“I couldn’t believe that you would cheat me, said Paul. 

“How can you possibly know who’ll not try to Aeat 
you? 1 look honest. I’m supposed to he honest, but if 1 am 
sure I can cheat you, and nobody will ever find it out, I may 
try. You can’t be sure, can you, that I won t try? 

“I guess this is a kind of lesson,” said Paul. 

“What has happened to you here and now, where every- 
body knows and likes you, where you trust cverybt^y, can 
happen to you pretty often when you’re grown, an ou 
school. Just think about it a little." 

He sat for a long time with the twenty-five ^ 

desk before him, pushing the nickels and pennies around 
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with hU forefinger. Hir brow wee furrowed. He rrright heve 

been working something in mIcuIus. 

Finally he arrived at a dedsion. 

“It wasn’t for real," he said. “You 
make me start learning. People aren t teachers, 
people after I’m grown.” 

But he kept poking the change around. 

1 had accomplished a little. •• .u,. mfitodian, 

1 now arranged for another accomplice, the 
until recent years called the janitor. * xv,,. rnstodian 

That afternoon I kept Paul after school, t 

entered the classroom after all the 
He was carrying a paddle especially sha^d fo Y 
Parenthetically, I have written permission from t P 
to punish, by spanking, any child in my class. I aim 
do it, even as a last resort. There arc wiser, m 
ways! But I had a plan hero, for Paul alone, 
confident of his stand on life, his “rolling with the p 
of life’s pressures. . 

1 called Paul from his desk. I pointed to his signatu 
the piece of paper. 

“Whose name is this?” I asked him. 

“Mine,” he said proudly. 

“You signed it?” 

“Of course I did. You asked me to. You saw me do u. 
“And what docs the rest of this say? The things I wrote, 
what arc they?” . r 

Few people who cannot read care to give away 
Paul was no exception. He would not tell somebody 
could not make change. He would get around it some > 
Usually he sent tire customer to another newsman. 

“Aw,” said Paul, “let him read it.” 
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My little scheme was working. I had, so far, read Paul 
efHcicntly. 

The custodian look the piece of paper. Slowly and care- 
fully he read: 

“Please spank me, hard. (Signed) Paul/* 

Paul looked outraged. The custodian stared at Paul. Then 
the custodian walked to the outer door. At the door he 
looked back at Paul, deadpan. 

“Suckcrl” said the custodian. 

“It doesn't say thatl” said Paul. 

“Shall I call back the custodian?" 1 asked. “Or do you stdl 
trust me?" 

"I trust you, outside of lessons,” said Paul. Then he began 
to grasp the general idea, especially as I now hefted the 
paddle the custodian had brought me, and moved to a 
nearby table. , 

“All right, Paul," I said. “Come here to the table and 
bend over." „ 

“You’re not going to hold me to that - that . . . 

“In the world after school," I pointed out, “men hold you 
to whatever you have signed. Did you or didn’t you sign 
that piece of paper?" 

“1 signed it,” agreed Paul. . , . j-j }•* 

“You believe it says what the custodian said it did.^^ 

“If you say so, yes. But for me to take a licking . . . 

“A hard one, it says here,” I pointed out. . . u 

Paul hesitated. He was half again my size and wc^ht. He 
could have taken the paddle and used it on rnc. His tace 
was red w.illi anger and something else, embarrassmen , 
possibly, maybe humiliation. He hesitated at the ta c, 
fore bending over. , 

“That piece of paper says ‘hard’?" he asked. 
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“Hardl” I replied. rti 

“Then, do it hard, as hard as you can lay it , 
never forget,” said Paul. , . . 

I had intended all along to go through wth i , 
hard as Paul kept insisting while 1 w nlitv with- 
fining myself to the area svhere it would sting p ty 
out causing real damage. ^ Paul 

When 1 deslstcd-I slowed down a time or ^ 

yelled for me to paddle harder-Paul was not 0^. “ 
his face was red, and though he did not put hu pJms o^ 
place where 1 had paddled him, I could see that he ssoul 

have if I had not been watching him. . 

“Would you have paddled me if I hadn t agree 

juiced. J«r"T<aid. 

“An agreement is an agreement, an order an 
“And outside I'd be held to anything I signed, whetner 
not 1 could read it ?” 

“Yes.” 

He managed a rueful grin. «Esoc- 

“Let*s learn to read and write and count, he said. P- 
cially let’s learn to read and count, shall we? 

“You know where you have to start, don t ^ 

“Yes,” he retorted, now putting one hand back to 
himself, “I know, with that baby stuff. But let s see bow 
we can get it over withl” j p I've 

I was a young eager teacher when I spanked ra . 
never spanked another child. I disapprove of corporal pun 

I’ve never induced another child to sign something 
not read or understand. This story of Paul, therefore, 
cates two improper actions on my part. Though they wor 
with Paul, I should have planned more honestly. 
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This is a good place to mention my first Paul. He had long 
since become sixteen and gone out into the world. I had 
known he would never set the world on fire. But I had 
confidence in him. I had confidence in all of my children, 
and did all I could to keep track of them after they left me, 
either to go to work or return to graded classes and go on as 
far as they were capable. My children, grown to men arid 
women, were pretty much scattered. But as far as I could 
learn none was indigent. If they did not pay taxes, at Irast 
they required none of my taxes, or yours, to keep them 
vegetatively alive. ... 

For easily understandable reasons, my graduates did not 
all keep track of me. Some returned to me occasionally to 
report their progress, but many, mistakenly I think, pre- 
ferred to forget they had found it necessary to go through a 
special class. , , . j 

I could scarcely blame them, but I am human. I wanted 
to know that my results were good, enduring. my 
were being lived in vain I wanted to know before I bad 


frittered too much of it away. ^ 

The special class, before it was known as Mrs. Smitn s 
Class,” was always, in some fashion or other, under atuci^ 
Under attack in small ways, but under attack. For example, 


129 



,30 Teaching the Slow Uarning Child 

1 «-ould have Vito who awumod 
bocausc they know in advanca that “V *■“""" 
nTo-ar parmittad thU if I aould aatah *am 
appaarad^^But it was not always L“^ ,h„ 

dtan knaw. and wara ratnindad of hosv thay 
sensed how thin the wall might be £ Jthcni, 

before they came to me and after what I had done for 
and they for one another. One visitor with a 
could, especially in my nevs'cst pupils, cause a M I 
back. Their lack of realization was more ^ 

general ignorance of my slowest, but since 
only the attitude of the general public, I could n 
them. I blamed myself for not catching them m time 
In one school where I taught, 
evident. Normal children came and went m 
bearing reports for me to initial, messaps, and ' 

That they kne^v the nature of the special class was , 
apparent. Possibly my sensibilities stick out too ar, u 
not think so. When a chUd younger than my oldest, 
three or four grades advanced in school, came s^ _ 
the classroom, and gazed at my children wiA dis am, 
at me as if to say, “You must be a lot like em 
wouldn’t be their teacher,” I became aware of the smau 


tacks all over again. ^ - > I Ac 

“hirs. Smith, who was that girl who Just came m s 
in a higher class than this one?” 

1 could not lie, could not evade. . , . 

I would nod, and wait Usually Utdc more ^ 

the time:, but as the hurt child turned away, a loi 
thought, and a great deal more was said later on. 

So, during World War II, which gave me an cxccll» 
excuse so that 1 did not feel guilty, I gave myself a vacatio 
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from die «urdtd. Women were needed ”^ 9 “ "'ll,* 
prodneed wer materiaU. TTie pay ‘■'f ' "" 

received as a teacher. I turned my back on my class 
went into war work. of ter I 

My work was interesting but of 
mastered it. There were several foremen in ^ ^ 

men who had charge of other men 
making of precision tools, odd items of ar i 

ions things in secret categories. I knew none "ose 
as such, but the foremen had to know TJ" 1^35^ a 
foremek. Each, according to the rules, required at least 

high school education. , u nmirrcss reports, 

My job was to check work sheets ^ 

materials allocations and ° 7 re prepared each 

• man-hours of work. These work sheets were prepareo 

day by the foremen. 5on, and 

Five of the foremen presented Acir r p P 
sometimes chatted with me until I chcc known, 

made mistakes occasionally, ;_u foj me. 

and expected, else there would have cen especially 

But the sixth foreman sent his repo ■ , , j f^und 

mind. None was required to bring the , ^ 

errors it saved sending for Ae foreman 'vh° had ma^ 

The sixA foreman rnade built up 

neatest of all. 1 was intrigued by the mysray 
about himself. , , t his hand- 

And I had a feeling of familiarity w ^ ^ 

writing. When I noticed Aat his name known, 

fumble back in memory to the various . job 

There had been several Pauls m my ’ ,5 

requirctl a high school education, and n {^ooi. 
far as I knew, had ever graduated from high schoo 
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I sent word to this Paul that I would like to see tim in Ac 
office alter his Aifi went off work. I did not ^vlsh to pull 
away from his work. I also did not ssish to sec him in toe 
presence of his superiors or mine. I Aought I had ^css 
impossible as it seemed-why he nci'cr brought 
He entered the door, closed it behind him. loo^ at me. 
He did not say anjlhing. He was my first Paul, -nicrc vm 
no mistake. I had felt sure after chcckmg hu ^ 
handwriting against my memories. V^id now he just st > 
looking at me. I thought he was a little afraid. 

“Hello, Paul,” I said, finally. . . 

“Nfrs. Smith,” he burst out. “Aey don’t know about m 

here. I never wTint them to know.” , 

‘To know whatr I asked him, though of course I aircaay 


Knerw. „ 

“That I was ever in a special class. They’d let me go. 
“You’re afraid I’ll tcU?” „ 

“\Vcll, not exactly. Maybe I was, too. But now' I m 
*Taul,” I said, speaking from a suddenly full heart, m 
so very proud of you.” , 

He did not ansivcr that for a few minutes. He was prou 
of himself, so he understood me perfectly. 

“Fm glad,” he said. . 

“Maybe I shouldn’t tell you,” I w'cnt on, “but your wor 
is the neatest of all the foremen, and the most accurate. 

His face brightened. 

“The boss know’s this?” 

“Of course- It’s so clear it can’t be missed.” 

“And you didn’t tcU him? You didn’t point it out because 
I was one of your pupils ?” 

“I pointed it out, yes,” I told him. 

His face fell, or started to skid. 
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“But 1 told him before I knew you were my Paul,” I said 

Paul," he repeated slowly. “Yes, you ^"lopk 
something you did. U I hadn t come to yf“| P , 
Icdn't taken me to you. I’d never have thts ,ob. Its such 

good one. It pays well, too.” • T agreed 

I grinned at him. “Much better than / recc ve, I agreed, 
"either here or as the teacher of the old classl 
“You're not teaching now?" he sa.d, 

“I became a little discouraged, I guess, I to • 
teacher’s pay is so low, so hard to Wt 

raise, too. you know. Then, sometimes I get ^ea I rjn° 

likely that I'll ever be a school teacher. P”' bj 

I am; and I am a success, Mrs. Smith. 

“I am so well aware of that, Paul. 

We shook hands. He turned and was ^ ^he 

him again, but I saw his neat, . ^^Xcx pay, and 

time 1 turned my back on war wo , retarded, 

returned to where I belonged, to work w h he 
It was not long after Paul and me , 

Soractliing he said made me ^ that war- 

work, where I was happiest, possi y f jj the one 
against ignorance, stupidity, cruc ty, a Inhabit the 

war in all the world that will not end white men mnao 

earth. 
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I Hwx accented reading in this homely tale of 
Class.” It should be understood that geography, ant^ct , 
spelling, histor^^ and the other usual academic 
also taught. I accent reading because rJine 

progress in anything else. Take care o a t^ilds reading, 
establish its level at the highest possible point for the 
dividual, and the rest eventuates as a matter ot course, 
whole technique is simple. r 

1 have a conviction that educators make the cducatio 
the retarded seem too difScult. The simplest activity can w 
made difficult— so that only a qualified expert can ma ^ 
it — someone wishes to make it so, and has the voca u 
to accomplish results. , , 

There arc many books, hundreds, which set forth 
proper, accepted techniques of special education of the re 
tarded. They take extra expense for granted. 

There ncal be little extra expense, except here: I tea 
eighteen pupils, which I regard as the manageable nor 
Teachers of normal classes teach twice as many, or mort 
But I must teach my pupils as individuals as well ^ 
class group. I must find time for each pupil. Here ts the KC^ 
)csus provided it when he said, “Suffer the little children 
come unto me.” The teacher suffers little children to come 
134 
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unto her. She makes herself available, never formidable, 
never authoritative. This is not spoiling Ute duld, but saving 

“Sin theory omon, score teachers ^at the 
child with an I.Q. of less than 90, dosvn » 50. ™ 
progress only tlrroogh the fonrth grade t"*"® 
not accept this. Many of my pupils have pr g 
sixth grade, some have returned to regular “ J 

on during school age. While some subjects arc impossible to 
learn after the sixth grade, others arc not. 

Retarded children have one thing in co • , 

slow learners. But each has 'frlrl finiTre 

accentuates his lack of ability to learn, is -ntcjs my 
obvious things are taken care of before 

that there is no comparison, save m the common 

inator of slowness. n^ittcrn in some 

I know it is useless to hunt for f d,ild, 

book, into which I can comforta 1[ . . j ^mmt rcit- 

and then spoon-feed him into r a t ' jndivid- 
erate too oZ: the slosv the 

ml until he can move alone with m 

with an I.Q. of 50 or c-"-! 

defects undiscovered or impossible of correction, 
must be rehabilitated. 
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To teach the slow child nimble use o£ hands and feet, at 

child can and must be rehabilitated should begin at home. 

But fav parents, while they must teach whether or not *cy 

arc qualified, arc actually teachers; so the twchw o£ Ac 

tarded must take Ac place of Ac parent. One 

that Ac Aild has already retreated into his 

tuary when he reaches Ac special class, and must be recallco. 

Thisrccallis Actaskof ActeaAcr. ,, 

And it is actually as simple as standing at a door an 
ing; 

“Come here, let us talk logcAcr. , 

It is finding Ac door which is closed upon dimcultics, 

Ac slow naturally and automatically hides and camouMgc 
his personal door. He docs not wish his privacy to be Jn* 
vaded. Nor docs Ac tcaAcr mvadc it. She invites Ac cfti 
forA. It is not easy to find worA to make Ais tcc^ 
clear, since Ac door is not always easy to find, but tt ts 
ways there. , , . -t i 

I am convinced Aat it is also always Acre in Ac i 
called “severely retarded.” I cite Carol as my pi^c examp c, 
Aough I have not enough examples to establish prwt, o 
indicate a icAniquc. But how many Carols do wc have 
find before wc become aware Aat “lost Acep” sue sli^ioS 
through our fingers, to be lost Aroughout Acir lives? Wi 
out sentimentality, Aink of Aese “lost sheep,” numbering 
in Ac tens of Aousands in a given sAool year, nationally 
having to be fed and housed at Ac taxpayer’s expense, 
tax bill is enormous. . 

And it need not be. It is expensive only because Ac tas 
is made to look difficult, and because wc place so mu 
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emphasis on expensive handicrafts. Simple, ^ 

whicli fit the needs of everyday f 

They help the child in his later hfe, for they 

experience to meet and handle daily 

Urmind and body, grooming Ac personality, Aapmg 

the moral trend of his mind, Aese cost approximately the 

then h l-6='y I" 
cquipmS “nd .uppli« for ,hc <>/ >hc h.nJs. 

■"Acmaf r?q2cm=n«, .vhich I hsvc proved ycor ^cx 
are Aesc: Ac pupil in person, Ac J, [ 

stamly, Ac classroom, and exactly suA pp 
normSly'nceded in graded cla«es Uc 
etry of any nature, Aough I do believe A^t slow cMto 
should have Ac manual .training available 
-and no more unless they desire it ^o obviously Aatjt^^^^^ 
dicates Acir bent. For Ac close ”PP°^ j^divid- 
pupil, pupils and pupil, class and tcac cr, 
uals, fAe equipment h almost entirely »«” * , , U 

Tlic teaAer has wiAin her brain, if ror^nS 

all she needs to rdiabiUtatc a slow ‘ Ijooks^ 

school supplies added: paper, pcnci , average 

bulletin Srds. desks, Ac appurtenance^^ o 
modern classroom in any elementary sch^I. One ma, 
expense is necessary: Ac cost of sma c —ore expen- 
Yct, taking taxes into 7 ^ ^hc slow, or to let 

sive: to provide twice as many jcjs foot- 

Acm grow up, more or less J’ ^ jj,,v or pay 

balls, and lock them up when they break Ac law, P 
Acir personal expenses during their iwcsr 
I cTuld suggest that Ac special education teaAer 
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in brass to keep down expenses; that she teach 
class svhile she teaches a class of the sow but 
the question. The slow learner requires the 
lime during school hours. These hours may 
tend through a twenty-four-hour period, for the 
must spend time pondering on h« work 
teachers do th'is, but teachers of the noriml have 
techniques that, approximately, work. The tea 
special class has intuition, and a knack for . 

slow, and she often requires extra time to invoke this 

“onerL key hes been found, the child should not U 
hurried. There should be no pr“=“"=>. “™.P“ j,. 

dplinc, yes, but pressure, no. Not until the ability 
stand pressure has been encouraged to the umost m 
reurded child, is that child capable of combattmg even 
plied pressure. The child requires help, not j 

a funnel, through a set maze, via a pattern, 
ized books. The reason is simple: the slow child is stan 
ized in his slowness only; the rest is individual, as muc 
child’s own as his fingerprints. t,n„1d 

My techniques arc so simple that, possibly, they 
not even be called techniques. Comparatively few or 
arc solely mine. All have been used, but I do not m 
them, or bend the child’s neck to fit them ; I fit them to 
child. , 

If I had one wish and believed it could grant , 
would be this; that I could have retarded children, ® 
the age of eight or nine, but from the moment m ica 
science could establish their approximate 1.Q- 
In at least one place in the United States an cxpcrimcn 
under way to see the effect of beginning the training an 



The Stmpit Thingt J39 

education of these children at nursery age, thus pre-cducat- 
ing them to their later needs. It seems impossible, but I am 
not at all sure tliat Is not the way. 

I think, “Maybe, if there were a book about it . . Then 
I think on, "Heaven forbid, for have I not said repeatedly 
that it is not found in books?” It is, of course, found in 
books, but not in published books. It is found in each slow 
child’s personal book of life. That is what I must be able to 
read, and teach its owner to read. 

Possibly a general book might provide the master key to 
all those little books of life. 

Meanwhile, hints on which any teacher can proceed, 
follow. 
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One .-bak I took my class to the circus. It was more, for^^l 
o£ us, than just a journey 1 l«m 

thing into educational channels. How bett 
the inner self of my charges Aan by hJ 

looked at dramatic activities which sinre the fir ^nal 

appealed to old and young alike? To slow and norm 

alike? ^ - 

How did these retarded children react. . 

Exactly as individuals at every J.O. Uvel Aavc. 

again is the Vrf to whatever technique ^ ^ And 
Not one of my pupils failed to laugh at the 
clowns paused before us to make sure we did ^ 

picked us out because we were tcach« and PJ'P* , jl^cn 
cause wc w’crc retarded. 1 checked with each normal 

on many items. Did they laugh at the S"*"' 
people did? Did they laugh at noses all out of PJ°P° , 
faces? They did. They nouced that the noses of the ci 
were usually red, the checks white, the lips pamte 
looking— and these things, so out of proporuon, were 
to every child. Nor did one laugh, I am sure, c 
others did. 

"Is the clown funny, Bette?” I would ask. 

“Oh, yes, t'cry funny ” 
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“What makes him funny?" , 

“He uses such a big rope to lead such a small dog. 

"How else is he funny?’’ 

"His clothes are so baggy. They re not bke ^nyMys 
clothes except the clothes of other clowns. He ops 

'"neuT docs not yet speak too fluently, but I have no difli* 

culty in understanding her, 

“And how many clowns arc there? Count on your fin„ 
if that makes it easier." , , . , , 

“n.«c art seven clowns," she so, d 5“'"^ 1 “ 
many items in llic circus for arithmetic pro . 

Bette was concerned. And if for her, for the o , 

I knew in advance, of course, that there 
phants at the circus, so my pupi 
cards or paper on whicli the word clep an 
I could make alhsorts of use of such cards. I ^ 
each card, beforehand: "how many elcp an s ^ 
could write on another piece of p 3 l«r not on y 
is the elephant?" but "how many different colors do you sec 

'“whij^dL the clcpliant come from?" is another simple 
question for the more Llvanced 

has been with me long enough to read ml and hajj J 
background of geography. This K'^S^P an- 

is uulizcd in recognizing and comment g 
imals, birds, and reptiles we see at the cir • . 

Of course there is one Using I snarlhg 

of my pupils may be adversely aff^cd y *1 j£ y 

lions, oV leopards so I watch closely. I 2 

become afraid, that the cages arc that 

escape and do them any harm. I pray, at the same time. 
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vhat I say proves .0 be d.e truUil 1! ao animal eseapes I am 
undone, proved not rcliablel ^ -^mTnpnts o£ the 

But none escaped. While listening to ^ ^ horses, the 

children, and enjoying the elephants, the 
trapeze arusts, the band, the seals, the ^ 

loys. the dogs, ducks, geese, ^5 wa's 

Top— all the exciung things that make up * ^5 

planning simple use to make o£ every concci 
an idea came to me I jotted it down. anybody 

Doubtless some o£ my notes will seem sil^ Itlcss 
who reads them: as silly, in fact, as so “ ^ 
parents and teachers and adults generally regar 
tions of childhood. , . . __js? 

“Mama, why does the elephant p ® ^hy 

Mama, what are the elephants big teeth made of P >l 
is a down ? Papa, could / ride a horse sundmg up 1*= 

While 1 watched, and while I made notes, one ^ J.Lqsc 
dren after the other came to me with questions i 

“Mrs. Smith, what makes an elephant so hig? How much 
do you suppose that baby elephant weighs? , .,Uo 

I tell him what I can remember about elephants, 
tell him I do not know, if I don’t, and that he 
me of his quesdon when we get back to school, Y 
tomorrow, so we can look up the answer together. 
be foolish to pretend knowledge I do not possess, or 
remember. I would be a liar, and children qmckly os 
in liars. I would be worse than a liar if, to cover up e g 
in poor memory, or lack of knowledge, I put the i 
with this; 

“Don’t ask silly questions! Let me enjoy the ‘ 

We may indulge some guessing as to the wag t o 



143 


Prelude to the Circus 

baby elephant. I may guess that it weighs a ton, or that its 
mother weighs two tons. Then my questioner is sure to ask, 
*'how many of sometliing is a ton?” in order to reduce the 
elephant’s size to something lie can grasp. And he can grasp 
it at least as nearly as I myself can, since I am not mum at 
home with elephants, even academically. I shall lose nothing 
pcnonal by being honest with my pupils, for what I lose I 
shall more than make up for tomorrow, when we really be- 
gin to make use of the eircus. Anyway, if my quesuoner 
learns nothing else, he learns Uiat a big elephant may weigh 
"tons," and he may have learned a nw word. If he has 
learned nothing else, the circus has paid for itself for that 
child. Any progress the slow child makes is worth Uswesg t 
in educators and the patience the teacher may have to 


exercise. r j * l 

I could arrange to buy popcorn and candy, or mft drinks, 
but the chUdren arc self-reliant, or wish to be. They bnng 
with them their admission fee and some spending money 
they can afford it. If not I manage it somehow. Here is an 
excellent place to learn to buy, pay, make change, and know 
when proper change is returned. I have heard, as have mo 
people, of short-change artists at fairs and circusM, u 
not myself experienced them. I even doubt their mstcncc. 
I do not tell the children about such characters, ™ 
likely do not exist, and would not stoop to cheating children 
if they did. I show the class how to make change before we 
go to the circus. I may spend a day or wo on ^ , 

chance for some simple but effective anthmctic. , 

child buys his own ticket. If I buy tickets for my , 
it makes them "babies,” which not even normal children 

My chUdren have spending money from five cents to fifty 
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cents. I (inti it ’o ‘!t"'’rnTl,»cKnpr= 

tlicv brine ilicir own. 1 will not cause the „ 

can ill afloril a dime to be jealous of the 

.fford a dollar. And if the child who has a half dollar ^h« 

to buy for and treat schoolmates, I certainly 

courage him, or her. Later I talk about it back 

room, to m.ikc sure that the child’s gen^05it> is r „ 

We buy programs enough to remember and to “ 
to the classroom for study activities. There arc so 
words in a program that it can serve almost as ® 
tary reader, and words learned arc valuable words. 
of where they arc printed. There arc pictures, 
may later be used to remind my pupils tliat the el^ rvihine 
in faa have big cars, tusks, a trunk, a small tad. Everyth g 
is grist to the mill. 

/ do not limit myself to what the school prot-sdes,^ g 
I can successfully do sa By switching to something ^ 
not have “school” written into its shape and size, con 
to school my pupils almost without their knowledge. I 
to add that it is never without their knowledge, for * 
is quicker than the retarded child to know when be is mg 
painlessly educated; he rather likes it painless! 

“What makes the dwarf so little?” a girl asks. 


“How big is this tent?” 

“What is a sideshow ?” , 

“What’s the name of that big thing on the wagon 
makes music?” This child refers to the calliope, which t 
a bit of explaining. Every child has fun mastering the new 
word. Is it a valuable word? Will the child ever use it again. 
It is a valuable word. The child may never use it 
possibly even when be goes to the circus next time, n 
whenever he hears the word he will be reminded of tne 



145 


Prelude to the Circus 
circu$ and much of what he learned there, when he was so 
happy and laughing. 

"Why do some horses have white hair, .'omc other 
colors?" 

Tills can lie a poser, but I confess that, knowing my 
children, I have prepared to some extent for unexpected 
questions. I cannot explain to a small child, fully and saen- 
tifically, why one horse is white, another black, another bay. 
But I can tell him within his range of acceptance, and w cn 
1 have done so he knows much more about shapes, sizes, 
colors, tints, shades. He knows what is large, w at is 
"small," that one animal has four legs and four feet w i c a 

man has but two. , -.u-.., 

It is easy to turn the circus into a classroom, wi^ 
seeming to be one, simply because the children 
much; and because joys are easily rcracmbcrc , e ) 
arc likely to remember little items connected with »>cix °y ^ 
like "calliope," which Bette could not pronounce bu to 
which she listened, so cntliralled that she wi neser 

by heigh.;. Ibcy gesp wto Ae 

troupe performs on the high wire without a nc , . , 

i. ..«eLry .. explain .het thh cannot be d™ 

careful training, since I wish none ftf pupi s 

ment with wires too higii, and not tight enoug ‘ 

their eyes and gape their mouths when ^ .,j.jjcd 

do their death-defying tricks. If there is any g 

in their reactions here, I do not see it. vc 

faced boy becomes animated and «3gcr, provi S vacuity 

1 have suspected all along, that he b« found ^aoaW 

somehow pays him, I can be wrong, bu 
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him, knowing with every fresh glimpse of him that I will 

rcadi him. 

“Why do they wear tights?" 

Of course they ask this after they have asked questions 
whose answers must include the word “tights.” This maj 
not be one of the words I particularly want a boy or girl W 
remember, but if it is new, and he learns it, he has widened 
his capacity for retention. 

“Why do they have sawdust in the ring?” 

“What kind of monkeys arc those?” 

“Why docs a leopard have spots, a tiger stripes?” 

“Why arc they called big cats? Arc they anything like 
our small cats?” 

“Where do circuses come from? Where do they go?” 
“Can I ever be in a circus ?” 

“What is a giant? What malfes him a giant?” 

All these questions must be answered honestly, and cor- 
rectly, if the teacher knows the answers. I may make all the 
preparation of which I can conceive, studying for days m 
advance of the circus, to be able to answer questions, and 
my class will almost certainly surprise me with questions I 
could never possibly previse. 

“What kind of wood docs the sawdust come from?” 

It should be obvious that I can make a great deal of that 
question, while I can maintain interest in it. It may well 
lead to a visit by the class to the nearest sawmill, and then 
to the nearest woods where trees can be more accurately dis- 
cussed. 

“Where do circus people come from? Where arc dwarfs 
born? Giants? Indians?” 

I can be busy, when they ask me questions, interpolating 
questions of my own. 
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“Circus pcuplc come from all over the "'“''J;" ' “J;; 

■That applies ro dwarfs, too. And how many dwarfs do you 
see, John? How many giants. Have yo 

'''’l '^be busy, cad - 7 1 c™ "r -"'V ' a" 

"SSS happened that trlpt not all ta h^PP-'; 

no, by a great deal. Many more , was anltTng 

have iniiicatcd. I tried to answer them a . 
them in my dreams that night ^fter vir- 

dreams all my children were suU as ing 
tually exhausting their parents l>etwecn 
circus and bedtime. «f niners on 

I came away from the ^’’’I'lleX for 

whiel, [ had written certam smah something 

these Items as 1 went along. \ at paper to- 
on a piece oE paper, just who , j j ^ her, ability 

day, and was careful not to wntc beyond ins, or , 
to read — or to learn to read today. 

which every last one of much and will 

From the circus they ha concentrate on 

learn more spelling, arith- 

the circus, we will l«rn . history, current events, 
mctic-cven fractions, gc ^p y- behavior, than any 

m --e. But. 
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and this is the truly important part, they arc proud that they 
have learned new things — so easily and painlessly! 

Now, it is time to do something with my notes, on those 
big pieces of paper. I have printed my simple obscn'ations, 
so that even my alraost-non-rcadcrs can understand, or can 
be shown by their schoolmates. 

They call what I next do a “project,” and so it is, but when 
my pupils and I finish with a project, all of us together defy 
anyone else to squeeze anything out of what wc have left 
unused. 

In our class the project, by some regarded as foolish, comes 
completely into its own, to prove that nothing by which 
men learn is really foolish. If it produces results, it will al- 
ways prove Satisfactory and worth while. 

One svaming: make the goal marked “satisfectory" one 
not quickly or easily attained. When a project, pattern, day, 
bulletin, event, is wasted in whole or in part, it is not the 
project, pattern, day, bulletin, or event that matters, but the 
inncrsclf of the child, who has been cheated of what he 
might have learned. 

Even if a child forgets what he has learned — and the re- 
tarded arc not famous for rctcntivencss — he can learn other 
things, and recall that thing he did learn without too great 
dfficulty. He is getting practice at learning. 

Who else gets more out of any activity ? 

I select boys and girls to distribute my bits of paper. I may 
deliberately select a boy who cannot resist the temptation to 
read papers before he passes them out. He reads: 

“Wc arc going to the circus. This is the big tent. This is 
where we go in.” 

Of course there is nothing on the paper but my printed 
words, I need scarcely tell the boy or girl who receives that 
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piece of paper that he is expected to fill the blank space. 

I have other notes from yesterday on other pieces of paper, 
for other boys and girls. 

There is much blank space to fill. I know I have their at- 
tention when I explain to them what I expect them to do 
about filling those blank spaces. 

They have already discovered that my notes arc printed 
on drawing paper. 

They can scarcely wait for me to cause the colored crayons 
to be distributed. 
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Most oE the books in mf classroom arc triage to stand 
stresses. Children require time in which to develop the deli- 
cate touch. Their hands arc naturally hcavy- 
I lift a book, almost any book, from the class library. 
"What is it?" I ask. 

"Book.” 

“Notice,” I say, “how the book is put together. These arc 
pages. These arc words, paragraphs, sentences, on the pages. 
These arc illustrations. This is the binding. This is the 
jacket. Notice that this binding has a firm design; that this 
jacket is a kind of picture. Notice that the pages arc nmn- 
bered. Notice that the book is separated into chapters. Thu 
back is part of the binding. This back part of the book, op- 
posite where it opens, is the backbone. Docs this book in- 
terest you?” 

“Yes!" 

“Do you have any idea how it is made?" 

Silence. They have never visited a printing or binding 
establishment connected svith publishing. 

“Do you think you could study the books in this class- 
room, and then select one of them as the one you could 
copy?" 

"Oh, yes!" 
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"Goodl” I say. “Then wc arc going to make a b<»k of our 
own. Most of our names will be in it, just as there is ® 
and arc sometimes many names, in printed b^ks. We arc 
not machines, so we shall make our book by hand. We arc 
efficient boys and girls, however, so wc shall make every- 
thing that goes into the construction of a book. First, th«c 
brown, thick sheets on which I have made certain marks, 
are to be the pages of our book. In order for our binding to 
cover tile outside of our book, consisting of many pages, 
must the binding be larger or smaller? 


“Larger!” calls out Peter. ^ 

“Smawer!” cries Carol. Then she corrects herself. No, 


"What shall we use to fasten the sheets to the binding? 

“String! Paste! Nails! Screws!” 

Wc settle for string, stouter tlian shoestring, because every 
boy and girl knows that shoestrings break, usually wiien 
they arc in a hurry to reach school, or to get home rom 

organize a work group to measure a blank sheet which 
is exactly the size of the brown paper I am using or pa^. 
am not going to mind if their judgment is bad ^ ® 
ter of size. Retarded children are not expected to be b^K- 
binders or publishers to delight some rich pur ascr. 
enough for me that the size resulting is approximately ng 
-improvement will come gradually, as m every unjr- 
taking, even among the normal — and that my group 
onto an idea and carries it through. c l will 

“Now, I’m going to pass out these pages. Eac y , . 
read whit I have printed on his page. He or she. wd dohis 
best to draw what my printing suggests. If ^ 
cus ttnt. draw a cirem Knt. If h mate you thmk of a horse. 
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or lion, or elephant, an)nvhcrc near the tent, draw that, loo, 
3$ best you can. You will select your own colors. If you re. 
njcrabcr what the tent really did look like, what color it was, 
you may use tJjat color, but you don't have la Maybe you can 
draw a lent prciticr than the circus tent itself!" 

I pause to let dtar sink in. 

“George, what docs your paper say ? " 

George reads; "I am a clown, I am a funny clown, I like 
to laugh." 

“Did you sec a clown like that yesterday ?" 

“Yes” 

“You can draw a clown, can't you ?" 

“1 can draw more than one clown " 

“But my printing docs not say more than one clown " 
“My sheet says," speaks up Peter, "that here arc four 
clow'ns, I would rather draw one clown.” 

“IE you and George w'ould like to trade, you may." 

“Why can't we work together on our clowns?” 

“That's a fine idea. The better people work together the 
better they live. George and Peter may sit together, or pull 
their desks together, and help each other." 

Some noise results, but it is industrious noise. 

When I have explained all tlie sheets, I go a bit further. 
“Now, you do Ihc best you know how, and don’t try to 
see who will finish first. All drawings will be pinned on the 
walls above the blackboards, so that everyone can sec them, 
including visiting parents, visitors from other rooms, other 
teachers. . . 

“Then can wc write or print our names on what wc 
draw?" 

T^is is not a new idea. I have given them a sense of pos- 
session in the material things they make or symbolize in 
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drawings. Tliey have all seen illustraiions, cartoons, comics, 
caricatures, signed by the illustrators. 

“You should sign your work,” I agree. 

“What if I can’t write or print my name? * asks the newest 
arrival. „ 

“Then you make some mark on your paper, I say, so 
that you will know it is yours. L.atcr, you'll be able to pnnt 
or sign your own name. Wouldn’t it be nice if you could do 
it now?” 


ictn. . ... 

“Maybe, because you wisli you could do it now, you wiU 
try harder?” 

“Ycihl” . . 

“Then I’ll print your name for you, just your Chnsuan 
name, people call it your first name, or your given name, and 
you see if you can’t draw the printing, just as you re going o 
draw a horse, an elephant, a burro, a mule, or a 2c ra, an 
you do that? Of cOKrre you can!” , , . j- r 

I expect no miracles of book-making or bookbinding. I 
divide my class into groups, each busy with some segm 
of manufacture. I have found through the years that an hour 
is about as long as a group of children, rctardc ’ 

maintain interest in a project. After that they arc i y 
scuffle, talk, rush about. , . -j 

. But I can do so much in an hour with the in ivi j 

arc not yet candidates for the joy of book-manu a ■ 
take those who must be left out because Uiey have not yet 
gone far enough, and work with them 
can lose myself in tliis work, assured that the P , 
ray desk require no discipline. Practice has con ‘ j 

to sounds, and lime. When sounds aiuact my » 

raise my head to look upon certain disturbance i 
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I qucU it, or divert it somehow that seems appropriate. Too, 
I am like an alarm clock, or a cook's timing device. When 
the hour is up, or within a few minutes one way or the 
other, more likely shortly before the hour is up— since the 
slow, like the normal of all ages, arc prone to watch the 
clock and “jump the gun," rather than work overtime— I 
raise my head, as certainly as a wound alarm clock goes off, 
or a timer rings a single bell. 

We take a break of some kind, or we may put the book 
aside until tomorrow. But it is never forgotten, for the book 
must be finished, as a remembered example of good prac- 
tice: finish whatever you start. Pupils always suggest, "let s 
do more work on the book,” if I attempt to skip a day. If 
they choose work on the book because they prefer it, as 
easier, to some other project, it docs not matter — so long at 
they learn the items the project is designed to teach them. 

For example, a child may find the abstract "two plus 
two” somewhat difficult, but he can see — and by counting 
on his fingers prove — that two clowns plus two clowns add 
up to four clowns. 

“Why,” Gudrun asked me at the circus yesterday, "arc the 
rings round 

That provides me with more ammunition. A bit at a time 
I show them all, in drawing, the differences between a 
square, a circle, a rectangle, a triangle. I print the words. 
Then I draw— though ] am not a very good artist— a down 
standing on a circle, a square in front of another clown, a 
rectangle behind another clown, a triangle on another 
clown’s head, like a liat. My more advanced pupils get pages 
of these shapes, and arc told to write inside each figure 
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More, less, big, little, larger, smaller, first, last, middle, 
over, under, behind, before . . . 

i can use one of diosc words in every legend I choose to 
print on my pages of notes. My artists may have to ask me a 
dozen times, or a score of times, the difTcrence between over, 
under, before, behind, but when interest is stimulated by 
something memorable, I do not mind if I have to answtf 
each question scores of times. When it has finally sunk in, 
my student has learned another small item which proves 
that, given time, opportunity, love, and understanding, he 
can master two, or three, or however many he may need in 
his life after school. 

I never visit a place, an activity, an industry, a circus, wth 
my class that I am not surprised by some of their questions, 
surprised that they see so much. 

I may note, at the circus, guy ropes, tent pegs, cages, cm- 
liopcs, the band’s instruments, wires, swings, inverted 
buckets on which elephants stand, money, candy, popcorn, 
soft drinks, sawdust, tent flaps, doors, scats, benclics, rai ings, 
rings, poles, flags, banners, harness. I may make notes to 
mind myself that I should waste nothing, that I should 
make sure that everything is used later, educationally, or 
the benefit of my pupils. I pride myself on the kc^«s and 
detail of my personal observation. I am sure that mws 
nothing; yet always one or more of my eighteen pupi s ca s 
my attention to something I had not seen, or spea s o 


something, next day, that I did not sec. 

For instance: “Who made the merry-go-roun 
and heard the merry-go-round, of course, and roos o 
pupils rode, but I did not foresee that anybo y wo 
me who invented it. If I know, I tell; if I do not, w 
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up, and 1 find a natural excuse for talking about inventions, 
and great American inventors. 

One slow child of my reading acquaintance who, how- 
ever, went to school before I was born, was the son of a 
slave- He graduated from the fourth grade. He reads slowly, 
diffidently. He hires the normal of two great races to help 
him manufacture hb inventions. His gross income is 
$250,000 yearly. Is he exceptional? Only in degree. 

Slowly, not hurrying, but svasting no lime, ivc “print” and 
bind our Book of the Circus. One of my girls, one of my 
boys, at virtually the same time, conccis'e the idea that since 
jackets of our regularly printed books wear, tear, and vanish, 
we should illustrate the binding, rather than have an il- 
lustrated jacket. 

Our binding becomes a futuristic design which any one 
of my proud pupils can explain eagerly to any vbitor; and 
which all eighteen will volunteer to do with almost no en* 
couragement! 

Our book is finally printed, illustrated, bound; it is “pub- 
lished." It is not thrown away while one of its makers 
remains in the class. It is held until another book is at- 
tempted, whereupon it becomes an example. 

“But of course,” we say, "we can do better than this, can’t 
we?” 

“Yes, Mrs. Smith, a lot better!” 

We can, too. Sometimes I am compelled, for lack of space, 
to discard one of ray pupils’ books. It is always a heart-tug. 
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No ■reACHER can dwell apart from the community. This is 
especially true o£ the teacher of the retarded. The retarded, 
to be of any value to themselves and their community, must 
learn to fit into the community, more or less comfornwy. 
They must fit at least as comfortably as any one else • 
When the millennium arrives, everybody will be comfort- 
able. Possibly, now, nobody is. So tlic human any 

age fits his niche only as comfortably as he can. 
most the retarded can hope for. But this must • 

retarded must be more carefully prepared to 

XlSton .he .eechee h.o„ d.e c— 
No teacher worthy of the name can withdraw m 
of knowledge, never emerge, and expect to ^ 
teacher or as a human being. The world of books ha 
compensations. Most of us yearn, at one time . .•i-j 
withdraw from the world, to live among b^ j P ' 
the forests, on the mountains, and some o us 
Writers of “different” boob may retire 
and produce their books, successful m their j ijjc 

The teacher who redres from the teacher 

instant of withdrawal, to be a teachen The teacher, 

fits into the community, the greater his succ 
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Bu. *«= is a way to ioln the life of 

,„ Utc community in whatct-cr way >■' “ „„„ *c 

U paid by the community, therefore the teacher owes 

community all of his ti®c. tocher owes his 

J: m 1^1?;::^: An*' he“f .ln.e for hir pupils 

know his community as no other member of the comm^iy 
knLs it. No other member of *e commumty. save oto 
teachers, needs to know where “*“. 5 '’ ,houM 

shape, into which pupils are to be fitted, ^ 

be able to discuss newspapers 
with farmers, libraries with libranans, the 
YWCA with any people who arc m any way ^ , 

the YMCA and YWCA. And the teacher must * , 

matters authoritatively. The community expects, and ngm y 
I think, that the teacher shall know. 

The teacher owes it to his pupils to knosv. 

The teacher lives somewhere, in an 
YMCA, a private residence, with the parents of schoo 
dren, so he should know his neighbors, but never ^ 
drcumstartces should he discuss them anywhere, mth any- 
body. While the community may interest itself m the s 
astic attainments of its children but little, it holds its 
strictly accountable. Few people in public life are so sm 
able. Whatever they say or do not say is weighed an 
balanced. 
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And dm b as it should be, though so often it seems, to the 
teachers themselves, to be unfair. But the teacher who can- 
not fit into hb community is not likely to be able to fit any- 
one else into it. Tlic proper study of the teacher is his com- 
munity, not next after, but currently widt, his pupils. 

No teacher, not even the genius, can know his community 
by withdrawing from it. He can learn it, and know more 
about it than anyone else in it, only by reading it, sme^ ing 
it, hearing it, touching it, sharing it, as no other professiona 
b ever likely to do. 

I have said that I do not research the parents of my pupus, 
since I recognize the normal weakness of rny humanity, an 
am afraid I may allow myself to be prcjudicccl. am as 
sensitive as anyone to ignorance, brutality, sloth, penury, 
greed, selfishness, and if I find these things m the parents 
of my pupils, I may excuse my pupils more than diey * ^ 
be excused. I may pity them when pity b an excuse. It nc 
has any real value-compassion is proper enough, since i 
implies understanding-but I may in some fashion allow 
my personal feelings to make me less die teacher. , 

Yet those parents are members of the cominuni y. 
they arc square pegs in round holes. Maybe they o 
in anywhere. Maybe ... . , i t rr. 

I make it my business to know what I need to m . 
serve judgment always. I do not find this easy to j 

. like every other teacher, am plagued by my u • 
must learn to make it work for me, for my . . 
community — and any community b mine into w 

thrown in the role of teacher. f 

I do not gossip. I give no one a chance to a 
gossiping. Therefore I dare not listen .^^ut 

easy for someone who had told roc something s 
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someone else, something reprehensible (what else is gossip- 
^,^8 abou^ 

”o£ c"='habtaal gossip may say tha^ dsough sha 
may never even have talked with me or to 

?:;Sg tXlriilm.'l C do it wishom bamg so sariom 
aa ca not I ™sb ^ 

some kind of spotlight. The guns 

trained on me. Someone visits my , Thco- 

seizes that opportunity to throw a 

dore or his parents who arc blamed, but rn 

Unless Theodore is new m fails me, 

iolning, I am responsible for his behavior. If hc^b » 

fails the class, fails himself, the failure is mine. 

subject of derogation as soon as that parent ^ 

room. If the parent takes a child out of my 

cause of something I have done or have not done, I am 

virtually undone. . . rlass- 

I can escape all this, of course, by crawling into ray ciz 
room and staying there. I can go to my room at night an 
stay there. I can go out after dinner, so long as I do n Y 
so late I create suspicion. I can travel certain streets, t 
from work, to and from stores, libraries, other interests 
in with my work as a teacher. I can do these thmp, 
never, though I spend all my life in that community, cco 
a part of my community. How, then, wn I hope to ma 
even the most nearly normal of my pupils a member o 
community? . . . ^ 

There arc activities in which I must participate. 
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select them with the utmost care. Some will select me, but 
this may not be fortunate. Some may select me because some- 
one else who should be doing that job evades his responsi- 
bility, and the job is handed to me. This I must not allow. 
I must be firm about it. I must explain, so that none will 
accuse me, honestly, of evading my duty to the commuruty 
which pays my salary. . 

And that that salary is small is no excuse whatever for 
failure on my part. I knew when I became a teacher that 
should never be rich. If I had been ambitious for wealth, I 


would never have become a teacher. 

I became a teacher for a number of reasons, the most im- 
portant being that I wished to help humanity, 
humanity in my case, find itself in this chaotic w'orld. I can 
help the retarded child to find himself only when I now 
where I myself am, with relation to myself, my pupils, my 


community. , 

Educators as a whole arc prone to stand too much apa 
from their environment. They show up on special occasions, 
like the groundhog, and their own neighbors are o ten sur 
prised to realize that they and their educators are practica y 
Unknown to one another. It is not enough that an c uca or 
contact his community on spedal days, like Commcnccm^ , 
or that he write books instructing the community not . 
should behave toward its children and their cduators 
especially their educators! — or that he make periodic pu 
lie appearances on radio or television. 

The educator, of whatever rank— and he should no 
conscious of his rank, his degrees, his I.Q— who is a 
in his community, is a misfit in his home, in his sc ' 
the best he can do with his pupils is to make f [ 

too. Of course, many pupils ^omc good citizens, s 
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I HAVE lost four pupils in fifteen years. Their parents, 
whose influence was greater than mine, would not let me 
have them. Four tccn-agc boys, because their parents said 
that “Mrs. Smith’s Class” was a disgrace and a waste of 
time — they meant that their children were disgraced, and 
thus disgraced their family, by being sent to a special class 
refused to learn anything. They could have learned. 

Every child with an I.Q. of 50 or above, and possibly with 
I.Q.’s considerably below 50, can be rehabilitated, I can re- 
habilitate every such child I can reach. Tragically, I can 
reach but eighteen each year, and give each one that per- 
sonal attention he needs. Such children should come to me, 
and teachers like me, by the time they arc six, surely by c 
time they are eight, 1 can reach older ones, but the difficu ncs 
become greater with each passing year, month, week, even 
day. 

And why is this? 

Frankly, parents, neighbors, playmates. 

Parents do not always accept their rcsponsibihtjcs. ey 
can carry out their responsibilities easily enough, an cy 
should— or brand themselves criminals in some degree— i 
they will disregard the weight of a little personal svork. 
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Children ask questions all day long. Retarded children 
probably ask more questions because they arc slower to 
understand. IE they do not ask questions the danger is ob- 
vious, the work of destruction already begun. They have, 
finding themselves difierent, started crawling into them- 
selves to hide. 

Whether or not parents svant children when they arc con- 
ceived, when such children come into the world, those who 
conceived them arc responsible for them. The state takes 
over some of die responsibility when children arc six, seven, 
or eight, provided their I,Q. is 50 or above. Yet those first 
six, seven, or eight years arc the most important in the life of 
the child. As the child is father of the man, so the baby, the 
toddler, the runner, the chance-taker, the pre-primer child, 
is father of the kindcigarden child. And his father is his 
first teacher. So is his mother. How the parents play their 
roles, each parent must decide for himself, bearing this in 
mind: 

"No child whose mind works at all is uncducablc, within 
Uroits that are not nearly as well defined, as yet, as they will 
be some day, after constant research. I have seen “vegetable” 
children become lovable, thinking children, because I loved 
them and helped them to think. 

I have so many times wished I could start with all my chil- 
dren when they first start talking, before they have learned 
that they are different. This is not egotistical. It is just that 
I see, and teach, and rehabilitate more slow learners than 
any parent ever has, or experiences. And I devote all my 
tinsc to them, study them from all angles, something that 
parents arc unable, or feel themselves unable, to do. 

Parents must give more thought to their slow children, 
and that means more time. While doing it they must con- 
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ccntralc not on coddling the retarded, offering thcrnsclvcs 
as crutches, but on showing the retarded, and proving to 
them, that their minds, while slow, arc just as good as those 
of faster-acting friends, relatives, playmates. 

No question any child can ask a father or mother should 
go unanswered. This is especially true of the slow learner, 
whom father and mother should be able to recognize when 
or before the child begins talking. To lack patience svith 
small questioners is to admit oneself retarded emotionally. 
Let us face that fact, and never again be tempted to im- 
patience. 

When a child asks a parent a question which the parent 
cannot answer, or docs not have time to answer, no answer 
at all is better than an impatient one— so long as, as soon as 
possible, the question is answered. To children, parents arc 
Deity, protection, security, adults w’ho never make mista 'CS. 
A parent aught in a mistake loses a child s resect, an 
growing far takes its place. If the parent annot be relied 
upon, how an strangers be? How an the slow hope to find 


safety anywhere in the world ? . , 

Children are sent to us parents in trust, that we ^ 

them to maturity. With the exception of the cowbird, vir- 
tually every parent in the animal kingdom guards, ’ 

feeds, and guides its offspring until it can fly, run, wa , 
swim, or slide on Its own. And even the cow^irt ptovi 
for its young by laying eggs in die nests of other ir s. 

Huiin pn,/„.s .re not cowbirds. Teoeben and M 

arc not the nests of other birds. If they arc so . .’ 
bird<hildrch should be sent to those nests at birth. in» > 
ridiculous, of course, and put in here just to ma c r 


remember. , 

Ut the child follow about, asking questions. Answer 



ICC Tmhmt thi Shw Uurnmg Child 

thtm ii vou can. If yon cannot, tell the child that you and 
?:To 8 cr^wl.l.oUn, 4 ca 
wc^ru *“'0.0”° problem of the 

“;rnm^“nroiX^ fom- 

otfsprinc. But the offspring arc themselves the 

prehensive, valuable piggy-banks that 

Plant a question and anssver m a child, and 

personality gtosv out of them. Deny *e ‘ ^ , 

L and yen rob the bank; but you do 

rob the bank; you. In part, destroy .L You totroy rt _y 

attacking its weakest, most vulnerable, point, its y 

‘‘'hW ““rTnu would be horrified at ie idea of 
some sense" into their child’s head. They 
punbhment as criminal. Yet they use techmques 
harmful than knocks of any tnerely 
3 child with impatient words, or femt with fros^ 
withhold the words the child has every right 

To faU a child b to fail in one’s part m man s evoluti 
Man, of all creatures, knows hb function has 

does not eaercise iq he has no right to the mche he fi« 
usurped. Part of hb evolution is to provide fooAol , 
holds, on evolution’s ladder, for the young, o in 
place less controversial, he b PJ^'^r'^T lild- 

hb own young. Surely, as he was provided for in 
hood, he should repay nature by providing for his own cm 
dren. If, in hb youth, father was not provided for, then n 
knowledge of hb childhood lacks should make his responsi 



167 


Who Come Before Me 

bilhy to his own all the clearer. Mother, too; for mothers, as 
well as fathers and other relatives, have times of impatience, 


of self-pity, of feeling put-upon. 

There is no time, ever, not to pay heed to the child. Dis- 
cipline b the great neglected necessity in our western world. 
None knows this better than the teacher to whom the chil- 
dren arc sent — by relieved, thankful parents— -when they 
arc old enough. But discipline, with the naturally shy, morc- 
than-average slow, child, must be tempered with that justice 
and love and understanding which every parent believes he 
has, yet so comparatively few have the patience to utilize.^ 

Talking proper training for the retarded child has «s 
place. Unfortunately, the child himself docs not undcrswnd 
educational theories and techniques when he hears mem 
discussed learnedly by adults. The slow child, eavesdrop- 
ping, may know he is being discussed, Aat he is a problem, 
but he knows beyond that only what hb parents tell him. 

If they tell him little, nothing, or incorrea facts. Ins con- 
fusion is a numbing, deadening result. When evasions are 
constantly repeated, by the time the child reaches ** 

habits of spiritual withdrawal have become so nearly fixed 
that only the patient, knowing teacher can ferret out » 


santtuary and bring him forth. , 

I am prone to believe that parents of retarded children, 
doing their simple duty by those cliildrcn, can virtua y, i 
time, wipe out some of the need for rehabilitation m a c 
like mine. There will always be a need for a 
program of ctlucation, however, to fit the demands o 


slower mind. , 

Thb b my real cry in the wilderness; that ^ . 

children— who must surely know, early . ‘ 

lives, that the children arc slosv-not withhold themselves 
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from their children against the time when all responsibility 
can be piled on the shoulders of a teacher of the retarded. 

That this same suggestion applies to normal children may 
be true; but normal children have naturally a better chance 
to find their own W’ay, even if they do not start school until 
eight years of age, than has the child who loses hb courage, 
knowing himself different, before he even knotvs the differ- 
ence between courage and cowardice. 

I feel free to plead with parents, because I know parents; 
I am a parent. TTiough my child b not retarded, I could not 
love her less, or be less sympathetic with her, if she were. In- 
deed, I should love her more, give her more of my time — if 
that were possible — than I do now. That she b self-reliant, 
that she makes fewer demands on me than she would if she 
were slow, docs not alter the simple fact of ray responsibility. 

f see a passing parent of a slosv child and, knosving, I look 
after her. Do 1 pity her because she could so easily be I? Not 
at all! The Father, I firmly believe, as I have already said 
here, trusts most highly those to w'hom He sends Hb small 
slow ones. 

Parents simply cannot betray that trust. 

It should be understood, before I dose the door of thb, my 
classroom, that these children, with one exception, arc not 
those found in my class today. Neither were they in one 
class at any one time. 1 have taught children from seven to 
seventeen during my years of experience, and thdr I.Q.*s 
have ranged from 50 to 89. 

At the present time, however, I am most fortunate. My 
class has a range of I.Q.’s from 50 to 75 and an age range of 
eight to ten, which b as it should be. Because of the age of 
the children, we arc placed inconspicuously in an elcmen- 
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lary school In the past I have had boys and girls from eight 
to fifteen years of age in the same class. Their I.Q.’s ranged 
from 50 to 89. The variance of I.Q.’s could have been 
handled with no more difficulty than that found In any 
heterogeneous class. The variance of age, however, presented 
numerous undesirable problems, for the handling of such a 
hodge-podge is not only difficult for the teacher, it also 
makes complete rehabilitation impossible for the more 
severe eases. I have found it impossible to handle compe- 
tently boys and girls of fifteen with others aged eight in the 
same unit The emotional, mental, and physical difference is 
too great. This is true even when there is only one sex in- 
volved. A group of widely divergent ages counteracts re- 
habilitative measures and adds new problems, many of 
which arc sex and behavior problems. 

It is impossible to mold a child’s character properly when, 
in the same room or in die same building, there arc gangs of 
older teen age “hero” leaders whose sole Intent is to show 
power over the young. These are some of the factors which 
handicap the present handling of retarded pupils. 

It is my hope that we, as educators, will someday see to it 
that these children come to specially trained teachers before 
they become frustrated by continued failure. 
action could remove to a great extent emotional and 
havior problems. , 

We must get these children while they arc young cnoug 
for us to mold their charaacr and their minds. We must gel 
them before they feel themselves misfits. We must sec t a 
they arc not segregated or stigmatized. Stigmatization ^ 
always follow classes used as a dumping ground for all a^- 
Stigmatization will always follow over-age children ep 
a school from which they ordinarily would have been p 
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motcd. Stigmatization will always follow pupils whose lot 
it is to be in a school in which some or all of the faculty 
segregate them by manner and tone. 

These arc some of the things we must change in the 
schools themselves. In so doing we will be well compensated 
because we will have opened for these boys and girls a new 
world. We will have set their feet on the path toward good 
citizenship and a happy, healthful, participating life. 

The general public likewise must lend an understanding 
hand to these children and be willing to share in the re- 
sponsibility of seeing that they arc educated properly. 

This is not an undertaking for parent alone, nor for school 
alone. It is a joint enterprise to which home, school, and 
community must contribute. These children ask so little. It 
is our joint responsibility to help them rise from ignorance 
and frustration to a life of purpose and produedvity. 
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